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For nearly 60 years, 
Playboy Magazine has 
made a splash with its 
mind-blowing covers. 
Now, for the first time, 
there is a book dedicated 
to this American icon. 


Featuring hundreds of 
color photographs and 
behind-the-scenes outtakes 
from cover shoots. 

Foreword by Pamela Anderson, text by 
Damon Brown. Sterling Publishing. 

310 pages. 9" by 11." $35 ($42 in Canada). 
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O PLAYBILL 


I n this issue of PLAYBOY, it’s all about the 
extremes. Starting us off is SCOTT YORK’S 
travel guide to India. But more than just a chance 
to see the sights, York chronicles the adventures 
of an intrepid group of travelers participating in a 
Rickshaw Run, “a daring and dangerous 2,200-mile trek 
down the entire western flank of the world’s second 
most populous country in three-wheeled, seven- 
horsepower piece of shit with a fickle lawn mower 
engine,” he writes. We got the feeling York isn’t quite 
thrilled with his assignment. Nevertheless, he gamely 
rides off into the dusty sunset with 80 teams from 
different parts of the globe (Philippines included). 

To temper the heat of the Indian sun (so extreme is 
the weather in that country that the last heat wave 
killed more than a thousand people), we have WIM 
HOF, a Dutch adventurer and world record holder whose 
claim to fame is that he is able to withstand extreme 
cold. Thus earning him the moniker, Iceman’. In SCOTT 
CARNEY’S, account in Iceman Cometh, the Dutchman 
is holding a seven-day training program in the Polish 
countryside for anyone interested in learning to adapt 
to extreme cold weather. “Hof promises he can teach 
people to hold their breath for five minutes and stay 
warm in without clothes in freezing snow. With a few 
days of training I should be able to consciously control 
my immune system to ramp up against sicknesses 
or, if necessary, suppress it against autoimmune 
malfunctions such as arthritis and lupus. It’s a tall 
order to be sure. The world is full of would-be gurus 
proffering miracle cures, and Hof’s promises sound 
superhuman,” he recounts, disbelievingly. By the end 
of his fourth day of training, Carney is able to stand in 
the snow barefoot and with hardly any clothes on for 
more than an hour. Achievement unlocked. 

But we’d like to turn up the heat again so we’ve got 
a triumvirate of lovely ladies to raise the temperature 
back up. Our international woman, ROXANNA JUNE, is 
often referred to as a sweet badass’. She’s the perfect 
mix of minx and mellow. She’s a model and an editor for 
LiveFast lifestyle magazine but her downtime is spent 
binge watching The Sopranos. Candy meet bullet. 

PLAYMATE SAY DAVID is a 27-year-old model who 
likes keeping her options open. Her background may 
be in nursing but her passion is in modeling. And we’re 
more than honored that she chose PLAYBOY to start 
of fher more risque entry into modeling. Thanks to the 
make-up artistry of HAZEL GONZALES, Playmate Say 
exudes high-class flirtation during her photoshoot. 

Rounding out our threesome is Asian Beauty LEA 
AIREEN. A petite beauty with piercing, feral eyes, 
Lea prefers her alone time over partying hard. But 
that’s not to say that she doesn’t enjoy living it up 
occasionally, “When it’s 2 am and I can’t sleep, I dress 
up and go out with my friends,” she said. We’ll take 
that offer. 

Need a moment to calm down? Feast your senses 
in the ‘Garden of Earthly Delights’ in BEN SHAUL’s 
nostalgic homage to the days of Polaroid and film. 
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DEAR PLAYBOY 


My boyfriend is an avid 
fan of your publication 
and while I have browsed 
through it every now and 
then, I must admit that your 
Women column [What Not 
To Wear, March-April 2015] 
about being intimidated 
by fashion trends really 
struck a chord with me. It’s 
as if the author has read 
my mind. I have often been 
asked to do presentations 
for our company, even 
with big crowds at local 
universities. I alwaysjump 
at the chance to do this, 
but I find myself often 
scared about how I will be 
judged based on what I’m 
wearing. To this effect, I 
tend to wear a uniform’ 
of sorts with my tailored 
blazers and trousers. Nice 
to know that I’m not the 


only one who feels this way. 
Kudos to PLAYBOY! 

Leslie Canivel, via email 

Hi! This is in response to 
Carlo Nunez’s question 
from last month about 
how women still baffle 
him. To you, young man, I 
say, “Don’t overthink it.” 
Otherwise you’ll spend your 
entire life just figuring out 
an unsolvable mystery. All 
men are baffled by women, 
as I’m sure all women are 
baffled by men. As cliche 
as it seems, just when you 
think you know a person, 
they can pull a 180 on you 
and do something totally 
unexpected. That goes 
for all people regardless 
of gender. I say, just enjoy 
the ride, son, and don’t 
overthink it! 


Eric Graham, via email 

Well said , Mr. Graham! - Ed. 

I agree with Alemberg Ang 
[The Trouble with Indie, 
March-April 2015]. We really 
have to start supporting 
our local independent films. 
Some of the really good ones 
get lost amongst the crowd 
of crappy big budget films. 
Particularly around the time 
of the Metro Manila Film 
Festival. I mean, seriously, 
how many times do we have 
to see a Shake, Rattle, & 

Roll installment? That shit is 
getting stale! Our local indie 
flicks get standing ovations 
abroad and we can’t even be 
bothered to shell out money 
for a ticket. We need to start 
re-evaluating our movie¬ 
going habits. 

Carla Ignacio, via email 



Dear Playboy, 

Playmate Oris Raki is hot, hot, HOT! The pictorial you 
had with her was just full-on awesome. I’ve always 
been attracted to long-legged, toned Filipinas and 
she’s definitely one for the books. Her openness about 
sex was also such a turn-on. To read that she likes 
to dominate in the bedroom and that every moment 
with her would be like a slow dance just fueled my 
imagination. More of her please! 

Frederic Ingalls, via email 


PLAYBOY 

ADVISOR 


MARRIAGE PROPOSAL 

I need some help! My 
boyfriend’s sister, whom I 
am friends with, recently 
let slip that he is thinking of 
proposing marriage to me, 
that he is planning a grand 
proposal on my birthday 
(it’s next month). We’ve 
been going out for about 
two years now and while I 
do love him, I don’t think I’m 
ready to get married. I’m 
not ready to commit. What 
should I do? 

Elsa Thiel, 26, via email 

Admittedly, there are a 
few things we still need 
to know regarding your 
situation. For instance, 
are you and your boyfriend 
cohabiting or do you still 
live separately? Or how 
trustworthy is the sister? 

Is she simply testing 
the waters? Or the big 
question, why are you 
so afraid to commit to 
the boyfriend whom you 


claim to love? These are 
questions we think you 
should be asking yourself 
before the so-called grand 
proposal’. In the meantime, 
assuming that the sister 
is a hundred percent sure, 
start dropping hints. The 
next time you and your 
boyfriend find yourselves 
in a YouTube rabbit hole, 
look for a popular video 
about guys proposing to 
the girlfriend. Then start 
trash talking it. He should 
take the hint then. But 
if you and his sister are 
pretty close, ask her to 
start talking to the brother. 
That should hold you off 
for now. 

BIRTHDAY GIFTS 

I’ve held several jobs in 
my life but this is truly the 
first time that I’m working 
fora boss that I really 
admire. We have a pretty 
good working relationship, 
which is why I’d like to give 


him a birthday present. I’m 
not much of a gift giver so 
any suggestions would be 
greatly appreciated. 

Arnold Garcia, 31, via email 

First off, don’t go 
overboard. As one 
business publication 
pointed out, “You, by no 
means, should shower 
the person who signs your 
paychecks with gifts.’’ 

That being said, if you 
still feel like giving him a 
little token, we say, think 
practical; a book from 
his favorite author or a 
wine opener are always 
safe bets. If you are close 
with the boss, go with 
something a little more 
personal like framed 
photos of his family or 
significant other. If he’s 
into music, you could never 
go wrong with a pair of 
headphones or Bluetooth 
speakers. We do warn you, 
tough, that while giving 
the boss a little something 
is not out of the ordinary, 
we do urge you to manage 
your expectations. Don’t 
expect a bigger bonus just 
because you gave him a 
gift. 



WOMEN IN MEN’S CLOTHING I’ve got this fetish that 
I would like to act out with my girlfriend. I’d like to have 
sex with her while she wear’s men’s clothing. And I 
don’t mean the androgynous type; I mean she wears 
the clothes of another man. And by another man, I 
mean she wears my housemate’s clothes. I’m not 
entirely sure how I go about suggesting this to her. 

GaryAnonas, 38, via email 

Well, as far as fetishes go, yours is actually on the 
tamer side. As for the girlfriend, how serious is your 
relationship with her? If you’re still in the early stages 
of your relationship, feel her out. See just how open 
and adventurous she is in the sack. If you’re more 
comfortable with her, though, go ahead and broach 
the subject. This, we find, is always the best approach. 
The only way you can know what your partner needs 
(or is comfortable with) is to ask her. Talk about your 
sexual needs with each other and a whole new world 
of fetishes may be opened to you. And while we’re on 
the subject, you might want to check out Dr. Margarita 
Holmes’ March column on kinks and fetishes. 
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MAY-JUNE 2015 / ISSUE NO.68 


THE PLAYGROUND OFFERS 
WHAT EVERY PLAYBOY 
READER WANTS—RELEVANT 
REVIEWS AND INFORMATIVE 
LIFESTYLE NEWS. YOU, ASA 
PLAYBOY READER, NEED TO 
KNOW STUFF. AND WE ARE 
HERETO GIVE YOU WHAT 
YOU NEED. 



GADGETS • LIFESTYLE 


Asics Gel Lyte III Crane & Turtle 
Sneakers 

Inspired by an ancient Japanese proverb, Asics released its classic 
Gel Lyte III sneaks in two new expressive colorways. The crane 
colorway is classy with grey and red suede with white accents while 
the turtle colorway goes for a more robust look with its green and 
brown tones with gold accents. “Crane lives for 1,000 years; Turtle 
lives for 10,000 years.” Like the archaic proverb, these sneaks are 
timeless classics in the making. -RS 



New Balance C-Series 600 Cycling 
Sneakers 

At the 120 USD price point, New Balance’s C-Series 600 
cycling shoes has a lot going for it. Designed with both form and 
function in mind, it’s minimalistic and packed with tiny details 
that make it perfect for its job. Easy to wear thanks to its slip- 
on construction, these sneaks also have a hideaway shoelace 
pouch, a reflective upper, and reliable build quality for added 
safety out on the streets. -RS 



Adidas Ultra Boost 

These runners are where it’s at when it comes to durability, comfort, 
and maximum energy returns. The Ultra Boost promises energy and 
endurance with its 3000 energy capsules at its styrofoam midsole. 
Lightweight and flexible, it adjusts to your foot strike and has a 
snug-fit heel to encourage natural Achilles movement. Priced at 180 
USD -RS 




Nike Metcon 1 

When you’re at the gym, you need trainers that can keep 
up and endure with you. Nike’s MetCon 1 is designed 
to withstand the demands and punishment of intense 
training. Made with a dual-density sole and heel, it’s more 
than suitable for weight training. For rope work, 
these trainers feature an abrasion resistant 
upper and a unique outsole. Expect it at 
the 100 -130 USD price range at select 
sporting goods stores. -Robert Soriano 
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Toshiba Encryted 
Flash Drive 


LG Watch Urbane 

Powered by Android Wear, the LG Watch 
Urbane is the classy, refined alternative 
to the countless active and sport smart 
watches that pervade the market. The 
circular 1.3 inch display is cradled in a 
handsome metal body that comes with a 
silver or gold finish and a natural leather 
strap. Behind its screen lies a Qualcomm 
Snapdragon 400 processor that seamlessly 
breezes through the Ul along with the 
Android Wear-standard 4 GB storage and 
512MB RAM -RS 


When your typical password security is 
not enough to protect confidential files, 
you might want to consider encrypted 
flash drives. Toshiba’s line of encrypted 
flash drive would be a great help in keeping 
files and information private and handy. 
Encased in a simple and elegant dust 
and water resistant aluminum housing, 
these dependable flash drives come in 
various capacities ranging from four to 
32 GB. With its military-grade AES 256- 
bit CBC encryption and built-in keypad 
for PIN access, these drives are virtually 
impenetrable from brute force hacks. -RS 


Canon EOS 5DS 

50.6 megapixels. That’s pretty 
much all you need to know about 
the Canon EOS 5DS. With two 
Digic 6 processors for huge files, 
advanced auto-exposure, and 
61-point reticular autofocus, this 
35mm DSLR is designed to make 
sure that every pixel counts for 
something. And don’t panic about 
botching with this powerful camera. 

It comes with a mirror vibration 
system to ensure maximum stability 
in capturing minute details. Perfect 
for detail-obsessed, architectural 
photographers. -RS 


Dell XPS13 

Transcend limitations and live without 
borders with Dell’s 2015 XPS 13. With 
its edge-to-edge 3200 x 1800 high-def 
infinity display, this 13-inch laptop is 
gorgeous. Built with premium materials, 
the XPS 13 has a Corning Gorilla Glass 
QHD+ display and machined aluminum 
and carbon fiber body. It is available in 
all sorts of fifth gen Intel Core i3 to i5 
processors, up to 8 GB RAM, and 512 GB 
in blazing fast, rapid-start SSD. -RS 


Asus Zenf one 2 

Stunningly sleek and luxuriously 
designed, the ASUS Zenfone 2 has 
arrived. Packed with an Intel processor 
that clocks in at 2.3 GHz, 4 GB RAM, 
and an expandable 64 GB storage, this 
device makes short work of demanding 
mobile tasks and provides great gaming 
experiences, smooth HD video playback, 
and seamless multi-tasking. Zenfone 2 
also boasts of a 5 MP secondary camera 
and a 13 MP PixelMaster f/2.0 primary 
camera for taking high-res photos even 
at low-light conditions. The delightful 
twist? Expect the Asus Zenfone 2, with 
its impressive specs and features, to 
be priced at just around Php 12,000 to 
15,000. -Robert Soriano 
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The Avengers: Age of Ultron 


The Summer Hollywood Blockbuster is 
off to an early start thanks to the return 
of some much-beloved Marvel characters. 
The Avengers: Age of Ultron sees the return 
of Earth’s Mightiest Heroes as they battle 
it out with Ultron, a villainous Al created 
by Tony Stark and Bruce Banner who is 
out to destroy all of humanity. The word 


epic’ does not even begin to describe the 
anticipation that moviegoers have for this 
movie. The first one garnered $1. 5-billion 
worldwide and is sits on third as the 
one of the highest-grossing films of all 
time, topped only by Avatar and Titanic. 
We predict that this sequel should be 
able to top that. James Spader lends his 


performance to Ultron and if the teaser 
trailer is anything to go by, his portrayal is 
pitch perfect; chilling enough to make you 
fear for our heroes’ safety yet vulnerable 
enough to make you empathize with his 
predicament. The Avengers: Age of Ultron 
hits theaters on the first day of May. Plaza 

-Lauren Acurantes 



Mad Max: Fury Road 

Continuing on with the theme of ‘blockbuster’, the fourth 
installment in Mad Max franchise is about to hit theaters 
this May. It has been almost thirty years since the third 
film (Mad Max Beyond Thunderdome ) hit theaters and 
early reviews are a mixed bag. Some critics have lauded its 
“unapologetically over-the-top thrill ride...jaw-dropping” 
while others have criticized it for being “extravagantly 
bizarre and noisy” and Tom Hardy (as the main character, 
Max Rockatansky) is “impassive, to say the least” while 
Charlize Theron looks like she’s “headed to an edgy Vogue 
Australia photoshoot”. Either way, the movie is a nice 
throwback to the old ‘80s film of yore. (LAJ 



San Andreas (3D) 

Disaster movies are par for the course when it comes to summer 
blockbusters and San Andreas (3D) promises to deliver all the fear 
and anxiety attached with watching Mother Nature destroy a whole 
city. Dwayne Johnson plays a Los Angeles-based rescue-helicopter 
pilot when a devastating earthquake hits the city. He and his ex- 
wife (Carla Gugino) then try and make their way to San Francisco to 
rescue their daughter ( True Detectives Alexandra Daddario). Under 
normal circumstances, a trip from Los Angeles to San Francisco 
should be a leisurely event, but try doing that when the city is 
being swallowed whole. In light of the recent events in Nepal, some 
might consider this triggering, so we would advise overly-sensitive 
moviegoers to give this one a miss/L^ 
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The Wright brothers 
David McCullough 

Simon & Schuster 


The Wright brothers, Wilbur 
and Orville, are this past centu¬ 
ry’s greatest innovators. They 
are, after all, credited with 
having gifted the world with 
the ability to fly. In The Wright 
Brothers, Pulitzer Prize-winning 
author David McCullough takes 
a closer look at the life of the 
brothers and the motives 
that made them want to take to the sky. Just 
like any other family of the era, Wilbur and Orville 
were born to a poor family that lived in a house 
without electricity or indoor plumbing. What they 
did have, though, was an insatiable need to read 
and learn, thanks in part to the influence of their 
preacher father. Eventually, Wilbur’s innate ge¬ 
nius and Orville’s penchant for mechanical engi¬ 
neering would give generations to come the gift 
of flight. McCullough’s historical digging unearths 
diary entries, scrapbooks, correspondences, and 
the little known gem that their sister Katherine 
also had a contribution in the design of their 
invention. Theirs is a story that is truly American 
in its rags-to-riches elements but much of the 
world will benefit from the inspiration that it will 
bring. -Lauren Acurantes 


David 

McCullough 

Wight 

brothers 


Modern Romance: An Investigation 
Aziz Ansari 

Penguin Publishing Group 

If you’re still reeling from the 
end of Parks and Recreation 
and can’t seem to get over 
that void, allow show alum Aziz 
Ansari to be your spirit guide. 
Considered to be this genera¬ 
tion’s foremost comedic voice, 
Ansari’s wit is smart, on point, 
and razor-sharp. His source 
material has always been 
about love, dating, and relationships. With the 
publication of Modern Romance: An Investiga¬ 
tion, Ansari teamed up with a renowned group of 
social scientists to create a book on the modern 
dating scene that is by turns intellectual and 
funny. As he puts it, single people nowadays have 
more options for finding love yet more people 
are marrying later and as serial daters would tell 
you, it’s becoming more and more difficult to 
find c the one’. Has this smorgasbord of options 
actually hindered our search for our soulmate? 
Ansari, with the help of a sociologist, created a 
massive research project that included inter¬ 
views and focus groups from people around the 
globe. Countless hours were also spent trolling 
various forums on Reddit. The end result is unlike 
anything the literary world has seen before and is 
an accurate depiction of why we love. Parks and 
Recreation worthy, indeed. (L.A.) 






MURS 


There seems to be an abundance of ‘Murs’ in the music industry these days. 
But the ‘Murs’ we are referring to here is of the rapping kind. In Have A Nice 
Life, rapper Murs (a backronym for ‘Making the Universe Recognize and 
Submit’ or ‘Making Underground Raw Shit’), goes back to his hiphop roots 
after spending some time as the lead vocals for The White Mandingos, a 
rock supergroup formed out of Woodstock, New York. Have A Nice Life, as 
Murs himself puts it, is a lesson in duality. The phrase can be both a negative 
or positive thing; it can be used to wish someone the best or “it could be a 
nice way of saying ‘Fuck outta my face’ without saying it,” said Murs. And we 
feel the same way about it. Some tracks are remarkable, like Okey Dog which 
is highly reminiscent of old Outkast music infused with Tupac lyrics. On the 
other hand, the title track is as average as they come. As someone else put 
it, “it just lacked authenticity”. Decide for yourself when it hits iTunes this 
May. -Lauren Acurantes 
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S for Surreal 


Mr. S is Mark Jeffrey 
Santos’ pop surrealist 
alter ego. For the 
uninitiated, pop 
surrealism (or lowbrow 
art) is an art form 
steeped in controversy. 
While Salvador Dali may 
be influential to the art 
movement, its more 
modern take has yet to 
find its footing in the 
industry. But for Mr. S, 
it’s all about having fun. 
His works depict a “free, 
surreal, and colorful world 
where sasquatches 
smoke pipes and kill 
foods for a living.” He is 
a graphic artist by trade 
but purports to have 
been creating art since he 
was a little kid. Perhaps 
this is why his artwork is 
reminiscent of childhood 
daydreams. 

-Lauren Acurantes 
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4. Sun God 

Oversize 


SEASON 


THIS FALL, STRAP ON AN AVIATOR 
WATCH FOR HIGH-FLYING STYLE 


numbers and a 
solar-powered 
battery make this 
watch practical and 
tactical. 5. Flight Plan 

An elegant 
automatic watch 
that channels the 
timeless romance 
of flight. Oris Big H 
1 ' Crown, $1,800 


*Aviator watches are the confident 
man’s timepiece of choice- They 
have a subdued masculine style 
and rugged good looks that are 
right at home in the dressed-down 
offices of today. These five watches 
run the gamut from solar powered 
to status statement. 


PILOT 


me 


1. Have a Ball 

Tritium gas tube: 
offer perpetual 
illumination 
in low-light 
conditions. 

The canvas 
strap embodies 
understated 
masculine cool. 
BalhEngineer 
Master H, $1,890 


2. The Ion 
Has It 

This low-key 
military-inspired 
field watch is 
outfitted with a 
sleek black ion- 
plated case. Szanto 
1005 

Szanto 1005, $225 


3. Super Fly 

This impressive n 
model from 
Breitling celebrates 
30 years of the 
company’s pilot 
chronograph. 













Eduardo 

Ruiz’s 

Duck-Breast 

Nachos 


The Corazon y Miel 
chef takes refined 
French techniques 
and ingredients to a 
lowerlevel in the very 
best way. 


3 roma tomatoes, 
quartered 

1 onion, quartered 

2 jalapenos, halved 
lengthwise 

2 garlic cloves 
Olive oil 
2 dried guajillo 
chillies, stems off 
2 duck breasts, skin on 
Kosher salt 
10 oz. cooked pinto 
beans (canned beans 
will work) 

1 bag of your favorite 
tortilla chips 
8 oz. shredded 
Manchego cheese 
8 oz. shredded sharp 
cheddar 


Garnishes 

Sliced radishes 
chopped cilantro, 
halved cherry 
tomatoes 


medium-high heat, then drizzle 
a teaspoon of olive oil in it. Place 
duck breasts in skillet, slcin-side 
down, and cook for 112 minutes, 
until skin is golden brown. Flip 
duck breasts and cook for five 
minutes. Turn off heat and let 
breasts rest in skillet. 

5. To make salsa- Remove cooked 
vegetables from oven and place 
in a blender with chillies and 
remaining water. Add a tablespoon 
of salt and blend until smooth. 

Add water as needed. 

6. To make duclc-refried beans- 
Remove duck breasts from skillet 
and turn up heat. To the residual 
duck fat in the skillet add cooked 
beans and bean liquid. Once hot, 
smash beans with a spoon or fork. 
Remove from skillet. 


ASSEMBLY 


Place tortilla 
chips in cast- 
iron skillet 
and top with 
duclc-fat refried 
beans, salsa, 
cheese and 
sliced duck 
breast. Place 
in preheated 
450-degree oven 
until cheese 
melts (about 
five minutes). 
Top with fresh 
cilantro, sliced 
radishes and 
cherry tomatoes. 


MACHO 

NACHOS 


Directions 


1. Preheat oven broiler to 500 
degrees. Place tomatoes, on-ion, 
jalapenos and garlic on an oven- 
safe tray. Drizzle olive oil over 
vegetables. Place tray in oven for 15 
minutes until vegetables are golden 
brown. 

2. Place guajillo and arbol chilli 
peppers in a saucepan and cover 
with water. Place pan over medium- 
high heat and bring to a simmer for 
10 minutes. 

3. While vegetables are in oven 
and chillies are cooking, rinse duck 
breasts and pat dry with a paper 
towel. Using a sharp knife, score 
each duck breast skin about 10 
times, creating a crosshatch pattern. 

4. Warm a cast-iron skillet over 


A TOP CHEF UPGRADES THE GO-TO 
GAME-DAY DISH...WITH DUCK FAT 


C lassically trained chefs across 

the country have been recasting 
manly mainstays as something 
fresh and bold, and nachos are 
the newest target. We called on 
chef Eduardo Ruiz from the progressive 
pan-Latin restaurant Corazon y Miel in 
Bell, California to show us how duck fat 
and a bit of French tradition play into 
this masculine staple. “As chefs, it’s in our 
nature to swag things out,”says Ruiz. £ The 
bar is set so low for nachos that anything 
seems possible.” Justin Bolois 
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3. Miraval Cotes de 
Provence Rose, 2013 

-> Rose from France’s 
Provence region is considered 
the benchmark in the 
category. Miraval’s crisp and 
seductively aromatic version 
is one of the best. 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY PAUL SIRISALEE 




ROSE 

RISING 


IF YOU THINK DRINKING PINK 
IS UNMNANLY, IT’S TIME TO 
REVISIT ROSE 

F or decades, cheapipinlc 
“white’kinfandels domi¬ 
nated the American wine 
market, sadly sullying the reputa¬ 
tion of rose for most men. But with 
the top-quality versions available 
today, it’s becoming hard to find 
& bottle. Typically made from red 
grapes whose juices have been 
left in contact with the skins just 
long enough to tint the wine, rose 
has enough backbone to justify 
drinking it beyond summer. (FYI- 
Hemingway dug the Spanish stuff.) 
Here are three bottles that just 
might have you calling it brose. 


1. Saved Rose 

-> This delicious and dry 
California rose comes 
from winemaker Clay 
Brock and tattoo artist 
Scott Campbell (Kanye 
and Robert Downey Jr. 
sphxt his ink). Campbell 
also designed the label. 


PINK PONG 

Play a vinous version 
of beer pong with wine 
glasses and rose. Wine is 
three times stronger than 
beer, so keep your game 
short. 

& 
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2. Bastianich Rosato, 2012 

-> Restaurateur and 
MasterChef judge Joe 
Bastianich is the man behind 
this refreshing, food-friendly 
wine from Italy’s Friuli 
region. It has enough weight 
and tannin to appeal to red- 
wine drinkers. 
















PiSCC fl BY DDL M®U 


r demj 


^ **» 0 OP ^ 


^EMXSEXValS PUBIC floss 


'3 


v °sum 


'■extj&£ 






A WHOLE NEW WORD 


Dear PLAYBOY reader: 

I have two gifts for you. The first is a list of new 
sex words—at least they are new to me—which 
you might want to use to pepper your future 
conversations. 

Here they are: 

Asexual: A person who has no sexual feelings 
or desires, within or outside a relationship. 
Asexuality is not celibacy, which is not acting 
on sexual feelings that the person has. Please 
also take note that asexuals, while not physically 
sexual-type folks, can be loving, affectionate, 
and romantic to others. 

Example: Being married to an asexual means 
not worrying if your spouse is unfaithful. 

Bangover: The exhaustion the morning after 
a night of sex. Bangovers are to sex what 
hangovers are to alcohol. 

Example: Jealous member of a female barkada 
(group of friends): "It isn't fair!! Mica can have 
sex all night and not suffer from a bangover! I 
just kiss a guy goodnight on my doorstep and it 
looks like I've slept over at his place!" 

Boston marriage: A relationship between 
two women living in a household and sharing 
expenses, whether in a platonic or lesbian 
relationship. 

Example: Vicious gossip monger: "HA! 

Jenny's mother is so naive she thinks Jenny and 
Melanie's Boston marriage is just a friendship." 

Buttered bun: The private parts of a woman 
who has already had sexual intercourse with 
someone else; that is, male A has sex with a 
woman, ejaculates inside her, and then male 
B has sex with her right after him and lets A's 
semen get all over B's penis. 

Example: Non members of Upsilon Beta Rho 
(imaginary): "To join Upsilon Beta Rho, a pledge 
has to share a buttered bun with members of 
the fraternity every night for an entire week; the 
pledge always being male B." 


Camel toe, or cameltoe, is a slang term 
that refers to the outline of a human female's 
labia majora, as seen through tightly fitting 
clothes. The labia majora is the bigger pair of 
vaginal lips—as opposed to the labia minora, 
which is the smaller pair. Due to a combination 
of anatomical factors and the tightness of the 
fabric covering it, the crotch and mons pubis 
may take on a resemblance to the forefoot of a 
camel. 

Example: Girl about to go on a date with her 
crush: "Would wearing pants that emphasize 
my camel toe be a good idea?" 

Demisexuals are people who have no sexual 
attraction toward any person unless they 
become emotionally involved or romantically 
connected. To be demisexual is not to 
consciously or unconsciously repress your sexual 
desires or actions. 'Demi-' is a prefix meaning 
half. This is used to mean halfway between 
sexual and asexual. 

Example: Frustrated suitor: I've bought you 
a four-carat diamond ring, taken your whole 
family to Hong Kong with us, even helped your 
brother get a job. What else do I have to do to 
get you to have sex with me? 

Demisexual partner: We'd have to be much 
more connected emotionally before I could feel 
the same way. 

Gray A: Someone who claims he is asexual, 
and yet sometimes experiences sexual 
attraction. 

Example: "Ann Curtis is so sexy, I wouldn't mind 
having sex with her." 

"But you keep telling everyone you're 
asexual!" 

"Hmmmm. Maybe I'm really more gray-a 
than asexual." 

Precop: An agreement between sex partners. 
Example: Disappointed mistress: Our precop 
includes not telling anyone else we're sleeping 
together because he's married. 


Pearl Necklace is the pattern made by a 
man's semen when he ejaculates on a woman's 
chest, neck and shoulders. This happens when 
he masturbates on her or thrusts between her 
breasts. 

Example: Frustrated party girl: Frankly, I'd far 
prefer a teeny tiny ring to the pearl necklace he 
gives me every night. 

Pubic floss: A pubic hair that gets stuck in 
someone's teeth or in the back of someone's 
throat after oral sex. 

Example: "How can I tell her she needs to 
shave? I love her, but her pubic floss is a big 
turnoff." 

Vogueing: The act of trying to strike your best, 
most flattering poses while you're having sex 
when you realize there's a mirror around. 
Example: "The reason I don't like motels are 
all the mirrors they have. Pretty soon your sex 
partner isn't making love, but actually just 
vogueing." 

Now on to the second present: 

Well, actually, I've just given it to you. It 
was the opportunity for you to experience a 
thrill similar to what you get when you have 
sex (yea!), take drugs (boo!), or eat chocolate 
(yum!). What makes me say that? Scientific 
research. 

According to IFL Science, new studies have 
found that simply learning a new word can 
spark up the same reward circuits in the brain 
that are activated during pleasurable activities 
like having sex, taking drugs (boo!) or eating 
chocolate (yum!). It can do this because learning 
new words triggers the brain's ventral striatum 
(VS), which is the same region in your brain 
that gets stimulated when you are involved in 
gambling (another boo!), eating your favorite 
food (another yum!), and well, having sex 
(again). Sorry for repeating the third activity, 
but I couldn't find another one that's as 'yea- 
like' as mind-blowing sex. □ 
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PERETTI 


BROOKLYN NINE-NINE’S BREAKOUT STAR ON 
COMEDY , HUMMUS AND COSBY 

*Chelsea Peretti’s is a flight of fancy. Her first gig in 
L.A. was writing for Sarah Silverman, the fruits of 
which led to a Comedy Central special, scribing for 
Parks and Recreation and starring on Andy Samberg’s 
hit sitcom Brooklyn Nine-Nine. But Peretti shrugs off 
the perks of fame. “Award shows are just a lot of time 
in hair and makeup,’’she says. Instead, she reserves all 
the vanity for her first hour-long special, One of the 
Greats, premiering on Netflix this month. It’s all abo 
social fantasies,”she says of the title. Call it a lesson i 
modesty- Shane Michael Singh 


PLAYBOY: You’ve been 
a successful comedian for 
several years now. Why did 
this special take so long to 
happen? 

I waited until 
I felt good and ready. I 
have a healthy amount of 
self-doubt, and for years I 
focused on letting down my 
guard, dealing with hecklers, 
developing my voice and 
being silly. I want people to 
have fun. This is intelligent 
with an edge. 

PLAYBOY: Your special, 
One of the Greats, precedes 
Netflix’s first special by 
an undisputed great, Bill 
Cosby. Are you two equals? 


Bill and I 

are probably identical, 
[laughs] Seeing side-by- 
side pictures of us in the 
press makes me happy, 
but we couldn’t be more 
different. The truth is, 
I’m not well versed in the 
work of other comedians. 
It’s not relaxing to me. 
Your relationship with 
their material will always 
be different, with all 
these weird opinions 
informing it. I’ll watch 
Game of Thrones instead. 
PLAYBOY: You’re 
Jewish and Italian. Does 
that make you a natural 
glutton? 



PERET®™ I can tell a lot 

about someone based on 
their favorite food. For 
example, mine is carbonara, 
which is a great light snack. 

I once had an argument^ 
with someone who was anti¬ 
hummus. That was rough. A 
lot of feelings got hurt. 






OF EXDESSES AMD MAO DECISIONS 

No, you don’t need that extra side of gravy. 


cc 


ou know you’re 

I gonna regret that 

later, right? That 
extra dollop of 
buttery mashed 
potato. That excess 
plate of glistening shards of crispy lechon. 
That last leg of rosemary chicken with the 
skin still on. It has to go somewhere, you 
know? And it’s gonna be ugly once it did,” 

I said to myself last year. I’m pretty sure 
I said the same thing the year before that 
and, if we’re being honest, this year and the 
years after that are probably not going to be 
anything different. 

It’s holiday season once again and with it 
comes the inescapable curse of excesses and 
bad decisions. This season comes only once 
a year, so what the heck, right? Eat those 
extra servings and imbibe copious amounts 
of beer and spirits with friends and relatives. 
As we justify our yearly overindulgence with 
whatever lame excuse, something changes, 
physically and mentally, within us. 

The trigger is the excesses we make 
excuses for; the problem is getting stuck in 
the cycle of bad decisions. This happens to 
the best of us. During the holiday break, 
we abandon whatever limits and restraints 
we’ve built for ourselves. Come New Year, we 
make resolutions and promises of healthy 
diet and proper exercise. A few months later 
and we’re back to our old lifestyle. 

To be fair, this is not just a problem 
of bad judgment and lack of discipline. 
Physiologically speaking, binge eating 
during the holiday season does have a 
significant impact on our metabolism and 
blood sugar levels which leads to future 
overindulgences. 

Diets don’t really work because it’s a 
temporary fix and breeds nothing but self¬ 


shame. Carbohydrates are traps. Vegetables 
are good for you and all that. The thing is, 
while we do understand the concepts behind 
them, actualization is a bitch and it’s not 
easy to just stop whatever you’re doing 
wrong and reset your entire lifestyle... Or is 
it? 

According to some nutritionists, it really 
isn’t that hard to maintain a relatively 
healthy lifestyle. They believe that the key 
is in minor adjustments in lifestyle and, in a 
sense, just conceding to the fact that humans 
make bad decisions and indulge in excesses 
from time to time. Instead of getting 
stressed out by guilt, recognize the mistake 
and internalize what that means for you. 
That extra slice of rich chocolate cake? 

That extra slice ot 
rich chocolate cake? 
That excess chunk of 
sumptuously seasoned 
steak? In the grand scheme 
ot things, they won't really 
matter. It takes a surplus 
ot around 3.500 calories to 
gain a pound in fat. Getting 
sidetracked, overindulging 
tor a day. happens. Deal 
with it. instead of feeling 
defeated, get back on 
track and get back to your 
reasonable, normal diet. 


That excess chunk of sumptuously seasoned 
steak? In the grand scheme of things, they 
won’t really matter. It takes a surplus of 
around 3,500 calories to gain a pound in fat. 
Getting sidetracked, overindulging for a 
day, happens. Deal with it. Instead of feeling 
defeated, get back on track and get back to 
your reasonable, normal diet. 

Forget cutting back on food. Skipping 
meals, especially after getting sidetracked 
into binge eating, is a trap. Instead, 
£< punish”yourself with fruits and vegetables 
throughout the day. Don’t skip out on meals 
as they create voids that you’ll later fill with 
overeating. Again, it’s less about punishing 
yourself for mistakes and more about 
avoiding the cycle of overindulgence. 

That’s why you could also ditch that 
weighing scale. Instead of fussing over your 
weight a few days after feasting, just take a 
step back and replace some of your meals 
with vegetables and fruits. Technically, after 
binge eating, all that excess weight you see 
on the scale does not necessarily translate to 
your actual body mass. Instead, that weight 
gain is often a result of water retention 
augmented by the salt and sugar from the 
food you took in. If you really have to take 
your weight, the mid-weekday after the 
holiday season is your best bet in getting 
your actual mass. 

Am I saying that people should stop binge 
eating? Or that they should slowly change 
their lifestyle? Not really. All I’m saying is 
that while changing your lifestyle might 
seem like a daunting task, it’s far from 
impossible. To some, these changes might 
seem ineffective, low impact or just plain 
lazy. However, after everything’s been said 
and done, change doesn’t have to be drastic 
and punishing to be effective. After all, if it 
works it works, right? □ 
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IS All REALLY FAIR 


I n the words of Pat Benatar, hove 
is a battlefield .’’While sometimes 
it can be all puppies and balloons 
and rainbows and flowers and 
hearts and smileys and birds 
suddenly appearing every time 
the one you love is near, it can also be tanks 
and explosions and mushroom clouds and 
growling feral wolves (in a figurative sense). 

In the early stages of love, at least one 
party always tries to woo the other and 
this means constantly being charming and 
pleasant and agreeable. But as one of my 
business clients told me-where more than 
one mind is concerned, conflict will exist. 
Though, hey, some people do a great job of 
having conflicts with themselves. 

Lover’s Quarrels, or as some of us like 
to call it, LQ, can reveal really strange, 
unglamorous, wicked and twisted sides of 
people. I’ve seen a couple go at it at a bar for 
hours until it escalated to shouting and then 
to a boxing match with the girl connecting 
to the guy’s chin. I’ve overheard couples in 
restaurants while desperately trying to have 
a quiet meal on my own- What do you mean 
you need your space?”T always attend your 
gigs but you never go to mine!”And after my 
meal is done and I’ve paid my bill, they are 
still at it. 

I myself have gotten into shamefully 
unglamorous arguments-threatening to 
get out of a car in the pouring rain because 
I couldn’t handle it anymore, having 
a shouting match and sounding like a 
territorial barking dog in the middle of 
Barrio Kapitolyo, and using the largest, 
boldest font in red while arguing with a long 
distance lover over Yahoo Messenger. 

Speaking of YM (as if bars weren’t public 


IN LOVE AND WARP 


enough back in the day), I’ve seen LQs get 
carried out on Faceboolc. One of my contacts 
has called out her exes and spewed out 
venom via her status messages. Another 
person I was close to ten years ago used to 
forward me highlights from text arguments 
with his partner! I didn’t ask for them and 
certainly could have carried on without 
being privy to their nasty squabbles. 

At the other end of the spectrum there’s the 
silent treatment. 

The only time this becomes easy and 
effortless for me, is when I have no desire to 
negotiate any more and I realize my life is far 
happier and better off not communicating 
with the person. Other times, I just need it 
for a few days to stew. 

Otherwise, the silent treatment can 
be really frustrating if you want to really 
resolve things. As someone whose work 
lies in the field of communication, I feel I 
must communicate and I must accept the 
challenge of communicating as clearly as I 
can and making sure the audience receives 
the intended message. 

For a quick resolution I found this little 
gem of an advice for women on the internet- 
User £ Emma’ on Faceboolc said, £ Just start 
playing with your boobs! Lol! It’s amazing 
how quickly the argument will end.” 

I also remember one time in the £ 90s 
when I came home alone from a gig and I was 
so upset because the guy I was seeing at the 
time was still talking to some girl at the bar. 

He followed me to my home shortly after 
I arrived, at around two in the morning, 
armed with my weakness- a pint of chocolate 
ice cream. 

Now that’s downright dirty. 

□ 


I have no degree in 
psychology but speaking 
from experience, I can offer 
a few tips to make the 
experience less unpleasant 
and less humiliating. After 
all, at my age, it no longer 
looks very glamorous or 
dignified to walk home in the 
rain (even if I am in black 
and wearing sturdy, tall Doc 
Martens) or to bark in the 
streets. 

1. Don’t use physical violence. This 
goes both for men and women. 

Granted there is that rare couple that 
both equally hold their own in a brawl, 
but this has got to be the obvious 
number one DON’T. 

2 . Avoid name-calling. 

3. Keep it private. 

4. Keep emotions under control. I did 
not always do this but after reading 
several versions of the Art of War, this 
is often rule number one with good 
reason. When you’re emotional all 
you can do is attack and cry or shout 
when you really need to strategize or 
think things through. I’ve been at the 
receiving end of someone who was 

all emotion and very little reason. No 
surprise that nothing was achieved. 

5. Communicate clearly, stick to the 
issue and if needed show some proof, 
reasonable thinking to support your 
statements. This works hand in hand 
with number three. 


www.playboyph.com MAY-JUNE 2015 21 






F@RUM 

MAY-JUNE 201 5 
ISSUE NO.68 


Are smartphones making us stupider? 



Y ou may not know it, but you 

may be one of the many people 
who compromise interpersonal 
relationships, work productivity, 
social, spiritual, and personal well¬ 
being by passionately beating Candy Crush level 
after level in your beloved smartphone. 

It is indeed very noticeable that smartphones 
are becoming today's trend. Almost everyone 
has, as a popular smartphone manufacturer sells 
it, life companion. Life companion, they said. 

Like a philosopher's stone! Like a precious ring 
with some powers that can turn you mad! It's a 
genuinely adorable by-product of man's eagerness 
to put anything and everything right under his very 
fingertips. It seems, however, that smartphones 
became too smart to turn the tides and make us 
humans its mere minions instead. 

Come to think of it, the craze is undeniably 
too high. Everyone has a particular app in their 
phone that puts them to a dimension of never- 
ending fun and craziness, or that one app that 
fixates one's narcissisms by giving false perceptions 
of them looking good on filtered photos. So 
we end up asking, "What's not to love about 
these smartphones?" It has become way more 
than just phones! There's an app for practically 
anything! There are even chat/messenger apps 
with thousands of emoticons/stickers, that, even if 
we don't know what relevance those stickers bring 


to our society, turn out to be really addicting! 
And there's nothing wrong to indulge on these 
apps from time to time if you have, well, some 
time to spare. One piece of advice though and 
please do find time reflecting on this: 

Be smarter than smartphones. Because 
we are. 

How can you be smart with your 
smartphones? Here are some ways: One 
prominent thing smartphones give us is the 
accessibility to the Internet, particularly with 
social media. Social media can actually be a 
very good and effective information hub. So 
let's not waste this potential. Let us be mindful 
of the things we share or post on these various 
social networking sites. And by that, I mean 
limit the pointless babbles and the selfies for 
chrissake. Here's a secret, more often than 
not, nobody cares about the kinds of irrelevant 
junk you post on social media. So if you are 
to post something, it would be a lot better if 
you make it sensible, or at the very least, funny 
and relevant. Oh, and speaking about those 
selfies, if you really think you need to post 
one, do me a favor by making sure that the 
photo doesn't include the reflection of your 
hand holding the phone or camera. 

I don't know but it looks damn ridiculous 
that way. 

Smartphones are just beefed-up phones 


with endless apps that make it "smarter" 
compared to the phones we had in the 
previous decades. This remarkable device 
wasn't meant to be like traffic jams or 
massive hangovers that send us late at work 
or at school. There are countless apps out 
there that can improve our productivity and 
quality of living. Shouldn't we check these 
kinds of apps and make the most out of it 
instead? We should use our phones to get 
ahead of deadlines. 

Lastly, about all these addicting games. 
In one way or another, smartphones are still 
phones. And its primary function is to aid 
us in communication. Instead of wasting 
time on all these silly games we play on 
our phones, why not talk to [real] people? 
Why not engage in sports or other outdoor 
activities? More often than not, there's more 
fun to be had on a real adventure. 

At the end of the day, it's still up to 
us how we use these precious devices. 

Sorry for being an old-fashioned jackass for 
giving suggestions as if I were talking to 
sophomore high school students, but this is 
just getting out of hand. One thing though, 
however, is for sure: Yes, all work and no 
play indeed makes Jack a dull boy. But Jack 
still needs to work. And Jack needs to think. 
Think smart, that is. Cl 
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Are smartphones making us stupider? 



Y ou may not know it, but you 
may be one of the many 
people who compromise 
interpersonal relationships, 
work productivity, social, spiritual, and 
personal well- being by passionately 
beating Candy Crush level after level in 
your beloved smartphone. 

It is indeed very noticeable that 
smartphones are becoming today’s trend. 
Almost everyone 

has, as a popular smartphone 
manufacturer sells it, life companion. Life 
companion, they said. 

Like a philosopher’s stone! Like a precious 
ring with some powers that can turn you 
mad! It’s a genuinely adorable by-product 
of man’s eagerness to put anything and 
everything right under his very fingertips. 

It seems, however, that smartphones became 
too smart to turn the tides and make us 
humans its mere minions instead. 

Come to think of it, the craze is 
undeniably too high. Everyone has a 
particular app in their phone that puts them 
to a dimension of never- ending fun and 
craziness, or that one app that fixates one’s 
narcissisms by giving false perceptions of 
them looking good on filtered photos. So 
we end up asking, “What’s not to love 
about these smartphones?” It has become 
way more than just phones! There’s an app 
for practically anything! There are even 


chat/messenger apps with thousands of 
emoticons/sticlcers, that, even if we don’t 
know what relevance those stickers bring 

to our society, turn out to be really 
addicting! And there’s nothing wrong to 
indulge on these apps from time to time if 
you have, well, some time to spare. One piece 
of advice though and please do find time 
reflecting on this: 

Be smarter than smartphones. Because we 
are. 

How can you be smart with your 
smartphones? Here are some ways: One 
prominent thing smartphones give us is the 
accessibility to the Internet, particularly with 
social media. Social media can actually be 
a very good and effective information hub. 

So let’s not waste this potential. Let us be 
mindful of the things we share or post on 
these various social networking sites. And by 
that, I mean limit the pointless babbles and 
the selfies for chrissalce. Here’s a secret, more 
often than 

not, nobody cares about the kinds of 
irrelevant junk you post on social media. So 
if you are 

to post something, it would be a lot better 
if you make it sensible, or at the very least, 
funny and relevant. Oh, and speaking about 
those selfies, if you really think you need to 
post one, do me a favor by making sure that 
the photo doesn’t include the reflection of 
your hand holding the phone or camera. 


I don’t know but it looks damn ridiculous 
that way. 

Smartphones are just beefed-up phones 
with endless apps that make it “smarter” 
compared to the phones we had in the 
previous decades. This remarkable device 
wasn’t meant to be like traffic jams or 
massive hangovers that send us late at work 
or at school. There are countless apps out 
there that can improve our productivity and 
quality of living. Shouldn’t we check these 
kinds of apps and make the most out of it 
instead? We should use our phones to get 
ahead of deadlines. 

Lastly, about all these addicting games. 

In one way or another, smartphones are still 
phones. And its primary function is to aid 
us in communication. Instead of wasting 
time on all these silly games we play on 
our phones, why not talk to [real] people? 
Why not engage in sports or other outdoor 
activities? More often than not, there’s more 
fun to be had on a real adventure. 

At the end of the day, it’s still up to 
us how we use these precious devices. 

Sorry for being an old-fashioned jackass 
for giving suggestions as if I were talking to 
sophomore high school students, but this is 
just getting out of hand. One thing though, 
however, is for sure: Yes, all work and no 
play indeed makes Jack a dull boy. But Jack 
still needs to work. And Jack needs to think. 
Think smart, that is. O 
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By Zee Gonzales 


T here’s a saying that goes, “Drink 
and be merry.” Maybe they 
should’ve made a just-as-popular 
saying that says, “Drink only 
when you’re merry.” We’ve all got that 
one friend who drinks so much that they 
could fill the Pacific Ocean when they’re 
upset in one way or another. As far as 
different situations go, I have narrowed the 
similarities down to these, and they may 
vary in order or execution: 

1. Inviting to have a drink with 
friends. There are different ways in which 
they ask - one would be to pretend to just 
want to party or celebrate something, 
another way would be to fool you into 
initiating the drinking session, and the 
usual way I’ve encountered was them just 
flat-out asking if I could drink with them 
because they feel like they’re slowly dying. 

2. Talking and drinking starts. The 

drinking session could start in many ways, 
from lighthearted talk to straight-out 
sobbing. So these types of friends of mine 
start drinking and talking, and I listen. 
They talk and talk, and I offer advice or 
comfort if need be. The more drinks they 
have, the more incomprehensible and 
nonsensical the talks go. 

3. Downhill. They’d be lucky if no 
progress is reached, but at most times, 
they’d just feel shiftier and would have 
more obstacles after attempting to drown 
themselves in alcohol to make the sadness 
or anger go away. 

4. Destructive rage or sadness. 

They’ll talk way louder, point at random 
people, stir up trouble, call people they 
shouldn’t call like exes or bosses; there are 
many ways that they do the wrong things. 
Sure, there are times when they just sleep or 
do nothing at all, but that’s just stalling. 

5. The calm after the storm. This is 



Having 

many examples 
in my life to 
contemplate on, it became evident that 
drinking troubles into oblivion doesn’t 
work, impairs the person’s much-needed 
senses and judgement, and leaves the mess 
to marinade in a special sauce of regrets 
and wasted time. Sure, it’s okay to get away 
from a predicament, but only if it’s to take 
a break. 

Drink when you’re celebrating 
something or just because, but don’t 
drink when you’re looking into making 
your life better. Just release your negative 
feelings in a different way if you’re 
upset. Remember, a predicament of yours 
left unsolved is still your predicament, 
no matter how far you try to get away 
from it. And in one way or another, it will 
negatively affect you and the people close 
to you. So pass the shot glass and man up; 
go solve the shit out of your problems! El 


They'll talk way louder, 
point at random people, 
stir up trouble, call 
people they shouldn't 
call like exes or bosses; 
there are many ways 
that they do the wrong 
things. Sure, there are 
times when they just 
sleep or do nothing 
at all, but that's just 
stalling. 


the do-or-die part. 
Some time has 
passed, obstacle 
still there, heart 
still heavily 
encumbered. 
Either they just 
repeat steps one 
thru five, or just 
recognize that 
drinking won’t 
solve it. They 
usually stop 
fooling around 
when an outside 
stimuli knocks 
some into sense 
them hard 
enough. People 
always hope for 
the latter, but 
in some cases, 
the former rings 
more true. 
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INTERNATIONAL WOMAN 



The challenge was thrown down in October: Do you have 
what it takes to keep up with Roxanna June? 

PHOTOGRAPHY BY SASHA EISENMAN 

WORDS BY ROBERT SORIANO 

M iss October, when asked how she’d like her friends to describe her, said, 'I want them to describe me as 
being 'clever and sweet with a bit of an edge. She loves a little badassery.’”And that, right there, is the 
best way to get the point across that Roxanna June is not someone you take lightly. 

It’s easy to lose one’s self in the depths of Roxanna’s gray eyes. It’s also easy to get lured in by her 
youthful exuberance but be warned, you have to be on your toes at all times. Don’t even think for one second that 
you can pull one over her. 'If you can’t have an interesting conversation, I don’t want to talk,’’she stated. 

Hailing from the United States’ neighbor to the north ('I just think there’s lot of cool, smart beautiful women 
from Canada. I’m glad PLAYBOY appreciates us,’’she enthused), Roxy (as she is fondly called), when not frolicking in 
a glamorous pool, is a model and a lingerie editor at a Live Fast magazine, an online publication about fashion, art, 
sex, and travel. Her busy lifestyle—modeling, traveling—she says, leaves no room for hobbies, 'Work is my hobby,” 
she laughed. 

If she did have some spare time, you’d most likely find her dancing to Rihanna or binge-watching The Sopranos. 
'I love Rihanna. I admire her strong presence and how she doesn’t give a fuck. My all-time fave show is The Sopranos. 
I own every single season on DVD,’’she said. Like we said, she’s badass. 
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he city of Jaisalmer protrudes from 
the Thar Desert like a dirty iceberg 
encircled by herds of wild camels. The 
desert sandstone city, an hour from 
the border of Pakistan, is built around 
an 858-year-old fortress within whose 
walls about 4,000 people still live. With 
only eight inches of rain each year, 
nothing grows more than knee-high. 

On this late December day, however, 
the streets are populated with sweaty 
young Westerners sizzling under the 
sun in delirious -costumes—Bananas 
in Pyjamas getups, Union Jack suits, 
Where’s Waldo? outfits. Locals on soap¬ 
boxes try to lure them into street stalls, 
but these Westerners aren’t here for 
sightseeing. They’re here to race. 

I’m here looking for a ride. The swel¬ 
tering city is the starting point of the 
Rickshaw Run, a daring and dangerous 
2,200-mile trek down the entire western 
flank of the world’s second-most- 
-populous country in a three-wheeled, 
seven-horsepower piece of shit with a 
fickle lawn-mower engine. Eighty teams 
have flooded in from Norway, Taiwan, 
Philippines, New Zealand, Italy, Ire¬ 
land, Belgium, the U.S. and especially 
England and Australia. Today is my 
chance to jump in with any crew willing 
to take me along. 

Brightly painted rickshaws cluster in 
the sandlot, but the vibe is far differ¬ 
ent from the starting line of a Formula 
One race. For starters, the thin metal 
exterior of a rickshaw feels about as 
sturdy as the coin-operated airplane 
rides outside grocery stores. Teams 
who submitted their paint-job designs 
ahead of time arrive to find local artists’ 



liberal interpretations. The pale, che¬ 
rubic portraits of three oil-rich Nor¬ 
wegian teens have come out decidedly 
darker, with thick unibrows and longer 
sideburns than they’ll ever be able to 
grow. Australian siblings prep a 
rickshaw with a swirly tie-dyed 
pattern complete with a 
levitating portrait of a 
wasted-loolcing Rick 
James. Tassels, lights, 
flowers, streamers 
and a disco ball hang 
from the black vinyl 
roof. As I cross the 
lot, ice-cream-truclc 
jingles fill the air, 
emanating from a 
rickshaw covered in 
ice-cream-cone graphics 
and surrounded by Kiwis 
handing out frozen snack bars. 

This is the “pimping”portion 
of the morning’s race prepara¬ 
tions, when teams can outfit their 
vehicle. Once the test-driving 
begins, so does the shit show. Sand 
swirls as drivers take in a five-minute 
crash course that covers how to start 
a rickshaw motor with the elbow- 
slamming hand lever that juts from the 
floor. Runners jam the grip shift into 
first gear and rip donuts in the hot dirt, 
stalling, running out of gas and crash¬ 
ing into bystanders. The hotel staff, 
clad in green Nehru jackets and orange 
turbans, weaves through the chaos, 
carrying silver platters loaded with 


the Rickshaw Run. A major downside 
to societal progress, it claims, is the 
exploitation of c hdventure”as a market¬ 
ing catchphrase for luring tourists. The 
company aims to cater to a growing 
class of travelers who no longer 
get kicks backpacking through 
Europe, following the same 
Lonely Planet guidebook as 
everyone else at the local 
hostel. 

For aver¬ 
age tour¬ 
ists, Their 
day-to-day 
activity 
is staying 
in hotels 
and eating in 
restaurants,’’says 
Tom Morgan, the 
35-year-old founder of the 
Adventurists. They could 
just wander the world -aim¬ 
lessly—or take on the challenge 
of driving a highly inappropri¬ 
ate vehicle across India.” 
Morgan has made a life of ad¬ 
venture. Tm from Chichester, the 
least exciting town in the whole U.K.,” 
he explains. T had a deep-seated desire 
to escape.”At the age of 12 he built a 

1. The Adventurists' literature warns of being "seriously injured 
or dying as a result of taking part." Here, Matt Dickens outlines 
a list of military zones to avoid during his prerace speech. 2. 

The Rickshaw Run's starting line in Jaisalmer, an 858-year-old- 
sandstone city. 3. The rickshaw motor is a fickle beast, particularly 
the carburettor. 4. Eighty teams from Norway to New Zealand took 
part in one of this year's events. 



discretionarily priced beer. 

While I weigh my options, a team of 
American girls is busted for breaking an 
ambiguous traffic law. It is enough for 
a cop from the local traffic ministry to 
threaten to shut down the entire event. 
For a minute it appears as if the Rick¬ 
shaw Run is over before a single tulc-tulc 
hits the highway. A series of discussions 
ensues, and the officer is eventually 
bribed, rather easily, with a new laptop. 
The Rickshaw Run will go on. 

“Our humble little planet used to slap 
us humans about the cheeks with iron 
fists of adventure every single day”is 
the pitch used by the Adventurists, the 
irreverent British company behind 


wooden airplane to fly to the jungle, 
and as a teenager he backpacked around 
Africa, getting robbed in Zimbabwe and 
trapped at the border in Mozambique. 
Tt was only when things went seriously 
wrong that I enjoyed it the most,”he 
says. 

An art major in college, Morgan formed 
the idea for the Adventurists after a di¬ 
sastrous 2001 road trip from the Czech 
Republic to Mongolia in a Fiat 126. He 
organized the first Adventurists event 
three years later- a 10,000-mile race to 
Mongolia from various parts of Europe. 
Four teams entered. 

Today, the Mongol Rally attracts nearly 
300 teams from more than 20 coun¬ 
tries, and the Adventurists has grown 
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into a maniacal outfitter for people who 
want to scare the shit out of them¬ 
selves while traveling. There’s the Ice 
Run, which sends participants down a 
1,200-mile frozen river in the subarc¬ 
tic Siberian wilderness on a Soviet-era 
sidecar motorcycle. The Mongol Derby 
re-creates -Genghis Khan’s 600-mile 
postal route across rural -Mongolia on 
native horses. And there’s the Mototaxi 
Junket, off-roading the length of Peru 
on a motorized tricycle through the 
Andes and across the -Amazon basin. 
The Adventurists’ website warns, c Your 
chances of being seriously injured or 
dying as a result of taking part are high. 
Individuals who have taken part in the 
past have been permanently disfigured, 
seriously disabled or lost their life. You 
really are putting both your health 
and your life at rislc.”There are plenty 
of crashes, injuries and even problems 
of international diplomacy. One team 
spent 28 days stuck at the Russian 
border, all the while refusing to give up. 
A rickshaw team trapped in the middle 
of riots in Bihar, India survived to find 
an arrow stuck in the side of its vehicle. 
The Adventurists’ guiding principle 
is that there is no pretense of smooth 
sailing. Expect things to go very wrong, 
probably in a very remote location. 

The company is no less chaotic. Based 
in Bristol, U.K., with remote employ¬ 
ees in Mongolia, Peru and India, the 
outfit stages events that are remarkably 
-disorganized—a suitable precedent 
for the whole experience. A handful of 
teams show up in Jaisalmer to find that 


their rickshaws haven’t. Several motors 
won’t start. These are minor reminders 
of the disarray and breakdown of order 
that lie ahead. 

“India is like a fucking acid trip. Don’t 
try to control it. You will lose.”This is 
the best advice Matt Dickens, chief of 
the Adventurists’ India branch and un¬ 
official Willy Wonka, offers on the eve 
of the race. Dickens’s cavalier presenta¬ 
tion brushes over basic rules, the need 
for emergency medical insurance and a 
list of military zones to avoid. 

The safety warnings are immediately 
lost as the excitement bubbles over, 
along with booze. Any mob of people 
eager to drive wobbly tin cans across 
India carries rowdy genetics, and soon 
the frigid hotel pool fills with a crew 
of chubby Irishmen. The Kiwis begin 
shaving people’s heads while Austra¬ 
lians ink henna tattoos on the faces of 
passed-out compatriots. A Norwegian 
throws a wooden chair into the bonfire 
as a hotel porter beats up a drunken taxi 
driver who has crashed the party. I wind 
up sharing a room with a 67-year-old 
British man who plays a mean blues 
harmonica but has to be carried to bed 
three nights in a row, having pissed 
himself at least once. 

There is no set demographic of people 
who are willing to pay roughly $2,500 
to drive three-wheel death machines 
across India. I meet a group of Swiss 
policemen, a marketing executive from 
the Indianapolis Motor Speedway and 


l.The Adventurists offers custom rickshaw paint jobs, and runners 
request everything from Scooby-Doo to Rick James. 2. With no 
set route to the finish line, runners have found themselves in the 
middle of riots, weddings and head- on collisions. 3. A rickshaw 
gets a tow across a flood. 


the coach of Mexico’s Olympic snow¬ 
board team. There is a set of identical 
twin girls being driven by their cowboy- 
hat-wearing, pot-smolcing father, and 
a pair of American bros who decided 
the Rickshaw Run was for them after 
hearing about it from a girl in Belize 
who was robbed at gunpoint on the pre¬ 
vious year’s run. When I ask a 46-year- 
old Englishwoman with four kids why 
she is doing the run, she makes a golf¬ 
swing motion and says, “My husband is 
really boring.” 

My quest for a racing team actually 
began several months earlier, in the 
States. Tm pretty sure we don’t look 
like most of the other teams,’’Frank 
Gallina told me via e-mail. Tm a 
37-year-old project manager for IBM, 
my brother is a 32-year-old bartender 
from Nantucket, and my father is a 
crazy 66-year-old paralegal who we 
hope will survive the run!” 

Rail thin, more than six feet tall while 
slouching and with plenty of type-A 
neuroses, Frank stands in stark contrast 
to his brother, Joe, an olive-slcinned 
gadabout who served two years in 
federal military prison for grand theft 
auto. Joe is fresh off a solo trip through 
Pakistan, after which he joined Frank 
and their raspy-voiced Sicilian father, 
Frank Sr., who wears golf clothes and 
quotes Bob Dylan at length. 

I join them on Team Marmoset, climb¬ 
ing into their orange rickshaw, which 
inexplicably features a baby painted on 
the front. Despite our excitement about 
hitting the open road, we run out of gas 
within an hour of the launch ceremony. 
A gray-haired Frenchman tops us off 
with his extra can, and soon we are 
puttering down the dusty road, battling 
strong morning crosswinds and dodg¬ 
ing livestock. 

The decision to assist-or not assist- 
others would become the theme of 
Team Marmoset’s trek. On the second 
day, a Norwegian team’s rickshaw sits 
lifeless on a patch of roadside gravel, 
and Joe pulls over to adjust their carbu¬ 
retor. A few miles later, someone needs 
a fuel line purged of a bad oil mix, and 
Joe squats behind the rear engine com¬ 
partment, pulling and plugging parts 
until his forearms are covered in black 
grease. 

Frank Jr. nervously checks his over- 
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1. The Adventurists offers three Rickshaw Run "unroutes" every 
year between Jaisalmer, Kochi and Shillong. 2. Participants 
include a group of Swiss policemen, the coach of Mexico's 
Olympic snowboard team, teenage Norwegian oil heirs and lots of 
Australians. 3. Heavy traffic. 

a hairbreadth away from wreckage, 
before coming to a violent halt on the 
narrow shoulder. The dislodged rear 
axle, blown out of the wheel socket, lies 
slumped on the ground like a severed 
limb. Darkness is minutes away, and 
this rickshaw is going nowhere. 

A crowd of spectators forms, including 
15-year-old kid with a mustache and 
green striped polo. He pokes his hands 
in, trying to help, only to be shooed 
away by Joe. Communication is one of 
the most baffling challenges in India, 
in part because there are more than 
1,500 languages and dialects. (“My guess 
is that the method of travel you chose 
and the path you took brought you into 
contact with people not homogenized 
by the influences of media and com¬ 
mon education and language,”Bhuvana 
Narasimhan, assistant professor of 
psycholinguistics at the University of 
Colorado at Boulder, tells me later.) 
After a few minutes of improvised sign 
language, our new friend helps jack the 
rickshaw onto a rock and worms under¬ 
neath to explain to Joe how to repair 
the greasy axle. Friends drive him to a 
nearby shop (which has to be opened), 
and he returns with the parts and reas¬ 
sembles the axle in the dark using only 
the light of a small cell phone. After¬ 


ward, Joe gives him 500 rupees and they 
pose for a photo. 

Aside from this brief episode, Team 
Marmoset typically avoids interacting 
with people. Joe is averse to trusting 
local rickshaw mechanics, and Frank Jr. 
obsessively consults his smartphone for 
hotel reviews and directions rather than 
ask someone. This isn’t the adventure 
I want, so I ask to be dropped off in 
Mumbai, one of the busiest and most 
densely populated cities in the world, 
confident I can find a ride. 


The incentive to survive the first leg of 
the Rickshaw Run is the gorgeous, san¬ 
dy beaches of Goa, where several teams 
plan to -convene—and party. (One Swiss 
team tells me, ‘You can ride with us, but 
we’re going straight to Goa to party for 
like five fucking days!’) 

Convincing a mob of Westerners to 
make the trek in the name of adventure 
is one thing. The locals aren’t buying 
it. Rickshaw drivers I ask to take me 
the 400 miles south from Mumbai to 
Goa laugh at me. “It is not possible.”“Nfo 
one will go.’’‘There is a bus.’’‘There is 
a train.”‘Riclcshaws cannot drive the 
mountain.”“Very dangerous.”Over a 
three-hour span, dozens of baffled In¬ 
dians assure me with visible frustration 
that this is not a reasonable method 
of transport. I’m on an adventure, 

I explain, a challenge with 80 other 
three-wheelers to drive from -Jaisalmer 
to Kochi. 

‘You are a crazy man, or you are con- 
fused.”Three tall men in business slacks 
and button-down shirts drink chai from 
plastic cups on a street terrace. They 
laugh at my request the first few times 
I explain it, until an IBM programmer 
named Rajesh nods, hands me a chai 
and tells me to follow him. 

Rajesh power-walks through an indus¬ 
trial labyrinth of pedestrian bridges 
and metal staircases, then quickly de¬ 
scends to a platform. He pulls me into 
a blue train car, and we shuffle to the 
back, where he insists I sit on a bench 
packed with 10 other men. 


size smartphone’s GPS, watching the 
time and googling hotels. His brother’s 
mechanical philanthropy is admirable, 
but it is slowing us down and revving 
Frank up. 

‘What precipitated today’s breakdown?” 
he asks Joe late at night. ‘1 read on the 
blogs that teams are way far ahead of us 
by now.” 

The attention the Rickshaw Runners 
are attracting becomes noticeable. Men 
standing wrapped in earth-tone blan¬ 
kets stare at the anomaly* white people, 
including uncovered women, rolling 
bedazzled rickshaws over speed bumps 
while blasting The Chronic and Hotel 
California on fuzzy speakers. 

That’s how we’re cruising several days 
later, 20 miles south of Ahmadabad, 
when something slams the bottom of 
the vehicle and the right rear wheel 
vibrates loose. Our rickshaw, hurtling 
along at a solid 25 miles an hour in 
the far right lane, swerves across three 
lanes, weaves between two trucks, 


Royal 

tieaimenl 


R ickshaws run wild, but motorcycles 
truly power India, and none more 
so than the Royal Enfield. The 
company claims to sell 95 percent of 
the country's bikes in the 250 to 500 
cc range. I grabbed the Continental 
GT (out now in the U.S., $6,000, 
enfieldmotorcycles.com). The 535 ccs 
sent me ripping up to Athirappilly Falls, 
through the Vazhachal forest and along 
the windy mountain road beside the 
Chalakudy River. After 13 days in a 
rickshaw, the hair-trigger throttle was a 
welcome change of pace.* 


See India in style 
on a reborn classic 
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The Indian government officially refers 
to this as ^super-dense crush load,’’part 
of a daily eight-hour rush of more than 
6 million humans. About 500 people 
cram into train cars meant for 188. 
That’s 16 people per square meter, or 
the entire U.S. presidential Cabinet suf¬ 
focated into a phone booth. 

When Rajesh explains my journey to 
the others, everyone laughs with awk¬ 
ward confusion. 

‘Why do you choose to do this difficult 
taslc?”he asks. 

‘Because it lets me do and see things 
that I wouldn’t otherwise experience,”1 
answer. 

He pauses and looks off into some il¬ 
lusory distance. T understand,”he says. 
‘It’s a great challenge. I admire this.” 

It is nearly nine P.M. when I step off 
the train in the southeastern suburb 
of Panvel and a young airline worker 
helps me negotiate my ride. Rajesh 
advised me to hire a rickshaw outside 
the city because of strict regulations 
on Mumbai taxis. The sweaty owner of 
several commercial rickshaws and 20 
young drivers huddle around me as we 
crunch kilometers and fuel costs and 
other made-up expenses. The chief of 
traffic police takes down my informa¬ 
tion, gives me his phone number and 
deadpans, ‘You do this at your own risk. 
It is not safe.” 

The lucky driver who gets the nod is 
a local man in his early 20s named 
Salman. He dances with elation at 
the thought of making more than a 
few cents that night. Salman recruits 
another driver named Muhammad to 
tag-team the journey. The rickshaw 
comes equipped with blue lights and 
a 4,000-rupee horn the size of a trom¬ 
bone. 

I feel good about our chances of making 
it to Goa until we stall out three times 
on the highway entrance ramp and a 
friend is summoned to clean and tweak 
the carburetor. Adding to my anxiety 
is our route along the deadly NH-17, 
known as the Mumbai-Goa highway. In 
2012 this highway saw 193 people killed 
and 1,290 injured in 1,117 -accidents— 
and those are just the ones reported. 
That Muhammad and Salman are both 
professional rickshaw drivers does little 
to calm me. The International Journal 
of Occupational Safety and Ergonomics 
published a study last year on rick¬ 
shaw drivers’ accident-proneness. The 
conclusion- ‘Personality characteristics 
with lower scores of reasoning, rule 
consciousness, apprehension and emo¬ 
tional stability are common in com¬ 
mercial auto-riclcshaw drivers.”On top 
of that lovely stat, we’ll be driving at 
night, which the Adventurists advised 


us to never, ever do. 

On his little cell phone Salman has one 
song—Michael Jackson’s “Dangerous”— 
and we listen to the track on repeat 
until I introduce Justin Timberlalce’s 
20/20 album, which promptly blows his 
mind. ‘This is wondeefool music!”he 
repeats for each track, bobbing his head 
with poor rhythm. The moon swings 
west and Muhammad sings loud Hindi 
songs, shaking his head to stay awake 
while Salman and I huddle under a thin 
sarong for warmth. 

I remember that 50,000 vehicles travel 
this 280-mile highway every day, but 
bribe-friendly policemen patrol it only 
from eight A.M. to eight P.M., and most 
accidents occur between 2-30 and six 
A.M., when bleary-eyed drivers are least 
alert and speeding recklessly. The green 
hands on my black Wenger Commando 
point to 3-26 A.M. I doze off only to 
catch myself on the verge of ejection 
while barreling down India’s most dan¬ 
gerous state highway in the middle of a 
pitch-black night as Goa draws near. 


The minute my feet touch the fine sand 
on Goa’s balmy Palolem Beach, I am 
greeted with cheers and beers from a 
crowd of Australian, Kiwi and British 
Rickshaw Runners who, having com¬ 
pleted the hardest leg of the journey, 
are ready to party. 

Stories circulate about the New Zealand 
group who killed a jaywalking sheep, 
leaving them with a dented rickshaw 
and a debt to a local farmer. Two teams 
were invited to join traditional Indian 
wedding ceremonies, one of which was 
held in an ornate, futuristic pavilion, 
the other beneath a highway under¬ 
pass. A group of American college kids 
unknowingly tried to stay in a brothel, 
while a Belgian American couple slept 
in a hospital when they couldn’t find a 
hotel. 

‘We’ve met so many great, friendly 
people,’’one Canadian tells me. ‘Every¬ 
thing from drunk motorbilcers giving 
us their moonshine while driving, to 
dog attacks, to being dragged into reli¬ 
gious blessings.” 

For the next leg I saddle up with the ice¬ 
cream-coned, sheep-lcilling Kiwis. We 
drive for two days past large plantations 
lined with coconut trees. The guys make 
for upbeat company, and we spend 
hours discussing American movies, 
debating religion and talking about our 
favorite bands from the 1990s. We sing 
along to Rolling Stones songs. 

‘Eawlcin’ timeless rawlc, ey!”yells one 
bearded motorhead, fairly jacked up 
from a cocaine breakfast. 

I finish the last days of the run riding 


with two Australian potheads named 
Nathan and Hayden. An architect 
and a diesel mechanic, they are 
the least prepared of any team I’ve 
encountered, with just a map and no 
technological lifelines, which neces¬ 
sitates spontaneity. They navigate 
by pulling over and yelling the name 
of their next destination, averaging 
the most consistent response and 
winging it from there. They wake up 
later than every other team, take long 
lunches and yet somehow maintain 
decent progress. 

Earlier in the trip they got lost in a 
rural town that hadn’t seen foreign¬ 
ers in years. Three young boys on 
bicycles were sent to find keys to the 
only hotel in town. The entire village 
heard of their arrival and showed up 
to watch them eat dinner, yelling and 
arguing over what to serve. 

We are 18 miles outside the finish 
line when the carburetor dislodges 
from our engine. While Hayden rigs 
it back into place with black electri¬ 
cal tape, a chubby boy in his school 
uniform asks where we are going. 
‘Kochi,”we say. 

‘In that thing?” 

Up and running again, we sputter 
past the finish line alongside a trickle 
of other runners, all expressing a 
mixture of relief and satisfaction. 

‘We get more injuries at the finish 
line because people get so unbe¬ 
lievably annihilated,’’Morgan had 
warned. ‘We usually have to pay for 
some sort of damages.” 

I can see why. Fire jugglers spit 
flames at the crowd. Furniture is bro¬ 
ken, clothes are ripped off and every 
drop of alcohol is consumed. Strang¬ 
ers and friends run off to the bushes 
and bungalows and beaches to hook 
up, then return, straightening their 
new Indian clothes. 

Bottles and joints circulate, along 
with stories. An Australian woman 
rode in a school bus full of 11-year- 
olds and sang them Boyz II Men 
songs. A few crews accidentally joined 
a police escort for the prime minister. 
Police stopped several teams-not 
always for bribes but to take photos. 
The Rick James siblings were featured 
in a local newspaper along with a 
photo of them lounging on the beach. 
A British woman survived a head-on 
collision that sent her through the 
windshield, which a friendly man 
repaired for free within a few hours. 
All these outcomes would please Mor¬ 
gan. ‘It’s for you to decide if the trip 
is going to be boring or a disaster,”he 
says. “All we provide is the framework 
for chaos.” □ 
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PHOTOGRAPHY BY OWEN REYES 

Alluring might be a good word to describe Miss May, Say David. 

The 27-year-old former nurse can easily lure you in with her sultry eyes and 
her husky voice, so we’re thanking our lucky stars that she’s decided to continue 
pursuing her modeling career. “Nursing is a tough job. I did it for two years 
but my heart was never fully into it,” she said. “Maybe it was because it was 
something that I felt I was obligated to do so I wasn’t really feeling it.” 


A nd since she'd been modeling since she 
was 16 , getting back into it was a no- 
brainer. She packed her bags from her 
hometown of lligan City and decided to 
move to Manila to actively pursue a modeling career, 
"lligan is very beautiful. We have a lot of waterfalls. The 
well-known Maria Cristina Falls being one of them. It's 
actually a really small town but it is very charming," she 
said fondly. When she speaks of her hometown, it's easy 
to imagine Say as that beguiling tour guide you would 
be willing to follow to the ends of the earth. 

Nowadays, apart from her modeling career, 

Say is looking to add 'entrepreneur' to her list of 
accomplishments. Splitting her time between Vietnam 
and Manila, Say would like to eventually come up with 
her own brand. "As in a fashion brand?" we asked. 
"Yes, something like that," she smiled. "When I was in 
Vietnam, I found out it was easy to open a factory. You 
just give them your designs and you have to tell them 


what sizes you want and how many pieces you want. So 
I'm looking into doing that." 

To unwind, Say prefers the comforts of home over 
a night out. You would more likely catch her watching 
TV at home, pampering herself, than knocking back a 
few drinks with pals at the club. But that's not to say 
that she doesn't know how to party. "I don't usually 
go out with friends to the clubs because I'm more of a 
homebody, but when I do go out. I get wasted. Minsan 
minsan lang kasi ako lumabas kaya kailangan todo ang 
party," she laughed. 

Say has a lot of dreams for herself. She avows to be a 
fan of Kim Kardashian and Kylie Jenner (and with Say's 
looks and stature, she might even be able to pull off 
saying she's a long lost Kardashian). "I've always wanted 
to pose for PLAYBOY because I know that modeling is 
not forever. So why not flaunt my body when I'm still 
young and able to?" she claimed. This, gents, is what it 
looks like to have your dream come true. □ 
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■ I've always wanted 
to pose for PLAYBOY 
because l know 
that modeling is 
not forever. So wby 
not flaunt my body 
when I'm still young 
and able to?" 
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PLAYMATE DETAILS 

NAME: SAY DAVID 

DATE OF BIRTH: SEPTEMBER 13, 1987 
PLACE OF BIRTH: BORACAY, AKLAN 
HEIGHT: 5 3" WEIGHT: 94 LBS. 

BUST: 34C WAIST: 23 HIPS: 34 
TURN-ON: LIGHT AND SUBTLE TOUCHES 
ALL OVER MY BODY. IT GIVES ME A 'SUGAR 
RUSH' WHICH IS VERY AROUSING. TURN¬ 
OFF: UNHYGIENIC. IT'S FUN TO GO 
DOWN AND DIRTY SOMETIMES BUT BEING 
A DIRTY PERSON 24/7 KINDA DISPLEASES 
ME. BESIDES, WHO WANTS TO GET SICK? 
WHAT'S THE SEXIEST PIECE OF CLOTHING 
YOU OWN AND HOW OFTEN DO YOU 
WEAR IT? I REALLY COULDN'T TELL. I HAVE 
SO MANY SEXY PIECES OF LINGERIE BUT 
THEN I ALWAYS SLEEP NAKED. GUESS 
MY BIRTHDAY SUIT IS MY SEXIEST PIECE. 
WHAT TERM OF ENDEARMENT DO YOU 
WANT MEN TO CALL YOU? I LIKE "LOVE" 
OR "BABY". BOTH SOUNDS SWEET AND 
ROMANTIC. 

DOES SIZE MATTER? NOPE, NOT AT 
ALL. IT'S NOT ABOUT THE SIZE BUT THE 
PERFORMANCE. 
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M y boyfriend said he fantasized about having two girls at the same 
time," a woman told her sister. 

"Most men do," the sister said. "What did you tell him?" 

"I said, 'If you can't satisfy one woman, why would you want to piss off 
another?"' 

Who said that just because I tried to kiss you at last month's Christmas 
party you could neglect your work around here?" a boss asked his 
secretary. 

She responded, "My lawyer." 

Santa Claus has the right idea: Visit people once a year. 

Fool me once, shame on you. 

Fool me twice, shame on me. 

Fool me three times, you're probably really good-looking. 

There are a number of mechanical devices you can give your lover for 
Christmas that will increase sexual arousal. Chief among these is an Aston 
Martin DB9 convertible. 

C hristmas was rough when I was a kid because I believed in Santa Claus 
and, unfortunately, so did my parents. 

What is the worst part of office Christmas parties? 

Looking for a new job the next day. 

Why are there no nativity scenes in Washington, D.C.? 

They can't find three wise men. 

Xhe four stages of life: 

You believe in Santa Claus. 

You don't believe in Santa Claus. 

You become Santa Claus. 

You look like Santa Claus. 

/\ woman walked into a tattoo shop and asked for a tattoo of a turkey 
to be inked on her right inner thigh and a Christmas tree on her left inner 
thigh. The tattoo artist said, "That's an unusual request. Why do you want 


— p art '(Jokes V 

those tattoos there?" 

The woman answered, "Because my husband says I don't serve him 
anything good to eat between Thanksgiving and Christmas." 

Xwo women were admiring each other's Christmas gifts. 

"How did you get a mink out of your husband?" the first asked. 

The second replied, "The same way minks get minks." 

/\ waitress was struck by how peculiar a couple at one of her tables was 
acting. She watched as the man slid down his chair and under the table. 
She approached the table and said, "Pardon me, ma'am, but I think your 
husband just slid under the table." 

"Oh no he didn't," the woman said. "In fact, he just walked in the front 
door." 

/\ man was pouring a cocktail for his female boss during a holiday 
party in the office. "Say when," he told her. She replied, "Right after this 
drink." 

/\ fed-up wife asked her persnickety car-loving husband what he 
wanted for Christmas. 

"Something that goes from zero to 220 in three seconds flat," he said. 

On Christmas Day he unwrapped a bathroom scale. 

/\ good friend will come and bail you out of jail, but a true friend will be 
sitting next to you, saying, "Damn...that was fun!" 

Xhe human resources director from a large hospital remarked to the 
floor manager of the busy ICU that there seemed to be a lot of pregnant 
nurses in his unit. As they walked down the hall, passing nurses tending 
to patients in their rooms, the director said he was concerned about a 
possible staff shortage. He asked when each nurse was due, and at every 
room the manager would say, "She's due sometime in late September." 

At the fifth room, the manager looked perplexed, "I have no idea about 
this one," he said. "She wasn't at the Christmas party." 
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L. JAMES 
r SPADER 


A candid conversation with TV’s engagingly enigmatic actor on why he loves 
creepy and intense roles and how he became the unlikeliest Marvel villain 


Count on things to get exponentially 
more eccentric, intense and even perverse 
whenever James Spader is on-screen. 

Pick the role and the vehicle: The velvety¬ 
voiced actor, who has appeared in more 
than 40 films and starred on three popular 
TV series since 1983, brilliantly injects 
any scene with a brand of intelligence, 
menace and playfulness that is uniquely his 
own. As the sexually dysfunctional creep 
in director Steven Soderbergh's Sex, Lies 
and Videotape he made such a complex, 
compelling antihero that he copped the 
1989 Cannes Film Festival's best actor 
award while still in his 20s. His gift for deep, 
dark comedy got a brilliant workout when 
he played a car-crash survivor who becomes 
aroused by other victims of highway 
mayhem in Crash in 1996 and again when 
he played the sexually voracious, S&M- 
loving boss in 2002's Secretary. He added a 
welcome dose of comic rascality to Steven 
Spielberg's 2012 Oscar--winning pageant 
Lincoln, nearly stealing the show as a 
flamboyantly dressed political operative. 

But Spader's light and dark sides 
meshed most unforgettably during his one 
season on TV's The Practice, followed by 
five seasons playing the same character 
on Boston Legal. As a cocky, womanizing, 
ethically hazy attorney—a role for which 
he won three -Emmys—he jousted epically 
with co-star William Shatner in one of the 
greatest relationships in TV history. Since 



pleading his last case on the series finale 
in 2008, Spader spent a memorable year 
as Steve Carell's snide, toxic replacement 
on The Office and is now entering his 
second season as star of the runaway hit 
The Blacklist, on which he's insanely scary, 
hilarious and whip smart as one of the FBI's 
most wanted perps now helping the feds 
pursue a string of impossible-to-find villains. 
Spader will be seen next year making things 
tough for Robert Downey Jr., Mark Ruffalo, 
Chris -Evans and other Marvel merrymakers 
in Avengers: Age of Ultron, the sequel to 
the third-biggest moneymaker in movie 
history. 

Born James Todd Spader in 1960 
to a pair of middle-class Massachusetts 
private-school teachers, Spader, the only 
boy and youngest of three siblings, was 
grabbed early by the urge to act. By his 
own admission a poor student, he ditched 
high school to head for Manhattan, where 
he studied acting while working odd jobs 
including shoveling horse manure at riding 
stables and mopping floors. There, he 
met Victoria Kheel when they were both 
teaching yoga. They married in 1987. With 
his petulant-preppy good looks, -laser 
intelligence, breathtaking condescension 
and air of polymorphous perversity, it's no 
wonder he worked early and constantly 
on television. But during the gaudy apex 
of young Hollywood's hard-partying sex- 
and-drugs scene, Spader dodged a bullet, 



as chums Robert Downey Jr. and Eric 
Stoltz might attest, by making a hard 
right turn out of the fast lane and settling 
down to raise two sons, Sebastian and 
Elijah, with his wife. The couple divorced 
in 2004. Today, Spader and his longtime 
companion, actress-sculptor Leslie 
Stefanson, with whom he made Alien 
Hunter in 2003, divide their time between 
New York and L.A. with their son, born in 
2008. 

PLAYBOY sent Stephen Rebello, 

who last inter-viewed Samuel L. Jackson, 
to catch up with Spader near London's 
posh Notting Hill, where the actor was 
staying during several months of filming 
the next Avengers installment. Says 
-Rebello: "Spader emerged from a rain- 
spattered limo wearing a topcoat, a 
long scarf and a fedora pulled down to 
eyebrow level. He needn't have told me 
how difficult, let alone rare, it was for him 
to sit down, be photographed and talk in 
depth about his past, present and future. 
Both of us having survived childhoods 
in Massachusetts, where reticence and 
emotion-dodging are art forms, must 
have helped. His exhaustion after a 
season of The Blacklist and getting in and 
out of those tight Lycra performance- 
capture suits to play the villain in the new 
Avengers epic might have helped too. He 
was open, funny, bright, warm and even 
vulnerable." 
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PLAYBOY: You first caught the attention of 
moviegoers and critics by playing off—kilter, 
sexually charged dandies and creeps. You're now 
entering year two on NBC's breakout hit The 
Blacklist as a glib, dangerous, formerly most- 
wanted criminal who helps the FBI trap diabolical 
master criminals. Do you ever tire of being cast 
as reprehensible characters or -being described 
by the press as, for instance, "the strangest man 
on television"? 

SPADER: A recent article called me that, and 
an NBC publicist who handles The Blacklist 
didn't like it at all. I had no problem with it. 
Funnily enough, my agent, whom I've been 
with for decades and who knows me well, had 
no problem with it either. I'm a great fan of 
all things strange, eccentric and idiosyncratic. 
Things never get strange enough for me. 
PLAYBOY: That's a good thing, because The 
Blacklist has made people even more curious, 
not only about your career but also about what 
some see as your personal eccentricities. There 
are tales of you being such a perfectionist that 
you keep the show's writers on the phone for 
hours discussing the tiniest details of plot and 
character, even during vacations and holidays. 
Other stories claim you avoid seeing crew 
members eat and avoid socializing with fellow 
actors off camera. Do you think you're often cast 
as odd because of something essential to your 
nature, something the camera detects about 
your true self? 

SPADER: That's an interesting question. I think 
certain qualities serve certain roles. When I 
started out in movies I seemed older than my 
years. Because you don't seem vulnerable, 
you can play someone who is confident and 
comfortable in ways actors who look younger 
can't. In the right context that can be somewhat 
startling, so you learn to play with it. I think in 
some of my earlier work I was sort of hiding, 
and that's why I played so many bad guys. I 
liked being hired to play somebody who was so 
different from me. If you're not actually a bad 
guy, just the fact that you're comfortable with 
certain things—such as, say, -sexuality—means 
you can tap into things that others can't. 
PLAYBOY: You tap into all those qualities and 
more on The Blacklist. Some TV critics have said 
you are almost the single reason the show has 
become a success. 

SPADER: This has been one of the hardest 
years in my career—and it's been wonderful. 
Starting up a brand-new show is like opening 
a restaurant. In our case, it's as if two fellows 
in an African village decided they wanted to 
open an Italian restaurant and didn't know how 
to make Italian food. But what if they start to 
figure it out and everyone in the village and even 
the surrounding villages, God forbid, wants to 
show up and eat every meal there? That's what 
happened to us. A television show is your life. 

It swallows you whole and chews you up but 
refuses to spit you out. And on a brand-new 
television show, the writers don't know how the 
fuck to write it yet. The actors don't know how 
the fuck to play it yet. The editors don't know 


how to edit it yet. Composers don't know how 
to compose it yet. The crew doesn't know how 
to shoot it yet. I work very hard on the show, 
and I'm lucky because it's a wonderful character 
who's great fun to play. I work closely with the 
people I make the show with. It's a lot of time 
spent when all of us might rather be spending 
time with our families or doing something else. 
PLAYBOY: Are you happier with how things 
appear to be going this season? 

SPADER: We're finding our way. I think people 
will see this season is different because we're 
able to play with things that make a better show, 
like story and character. We're not building a 
foundation anymore, which is what we spent last 
year doing. There are a lot of changes. 

PLAYBOY: With those changes, what aspects of 
your character, the so-called Concierge of Crime, 
must you protect and defend? 

SPADER: The balance of humor and drama and 
the element of surprise. When viewers respond 
well to a character, there's a natural tendency 
for them to say, "I want to know more. I want 
to know everything." But I say, "Well, you can't. 

It would ruin the character for you. You just 


Vm a great fan 
of all things 
eccentric. 
Things never get 
strange 

enough for me. 


must trust me in terms of that." That's hard, 
because you feel like you're patronizing, but I 
believe with all my heart that the best way to 
ruin this character is to tell too much about who 
and what he is. Part of that is a mystery. Just 
when you think you're getting comfortable, do 
not get comfortable. Just when you think you 
have him figured out and you know what the 
boundaries and safe places are, you're not safe. 
It's never safe. The character is a funny, weird 
mix of things. He seems like someone who'd 
be tremendous to spend time with—great fun, 
compelling and so on—but be careful. I would 
be. 

PLAYBOY: Are you ever a mentor or cheerleader 
for your less experienced co-stars, such as Megan 
Boone, who plays a rookie FBI profiler your 
character is fascinated by? 

SPADER: I like working with the people I work 
with, and I like the writers I talk to. On our last 


day of filming last spring, I remember trying to 
thank the crew—the ones who had survived— 
and I said, "It's been a hard year. A lot of people 
have fallen away, but you are the people who 
stayed with it through tremendous effort, 
relentless resilience and fortitude. When David 
Mamet was doing a television drama called The 
Unit, he said making a film is like running a 
marathon, but making an hour-long TV drama is 
like running till you die." 

PLAYBOY: What twists can viewers expect this 
season? 

SPADER: The show is this strange amalgamation 
of a serial and a procedural. But if you watch it 
every week, if you care to stay with it this season, 
there's also a much larger mythology to it. It 
has become something else. Our final episode 
last season was successful in that it didn't say, 
"Here's what you've seen this past year, and now 
we're tying it up for you," or "Here's what The 
Blacklist is going to be next season." Instead, 
it was really a door being thrown open pretty 
hard, and this season we're charging through 
that door. By the end of the season, I was tired, 
tired, tired. Just weeks after we finished, I started 
working on Avengers: Age of Ultron, and I must 
say I got rejuvenated. I also found that I missed 
my Blacklist character a lot. 

PLAYBOY: Before we talk about your big debut 
next year as the supervillain in a huge Marvel 
Comics movie, among many other topics, 
were you into movies and comic books as a 
kid growing up in the late 1960s and 1970s in 
Andover, Massachusetts? 

SPADER: There wasn't a great deal of extraneous 
income in our household. I had two older sisters. 
My parents were teachers, and I grew up on 
a boarding-school campus, Brooks School in 
Andover, where my father taught English. My 
mother taught art at another school. The TVs 
we had were black-and-white hand-me-downs, 
and the three or four stations came in only if 
you were holding one of the antennae yourself, 
thereby turning yourself into an antenna. The 
first real movies I saw were through a film club 
at Brooks. We watched great films from the 
1930s, 1940s and 1950s, like The Third Man and 
Humphrey -Bogart movies. Charles Laughton in 
Hobson's Choice, Bogart—those were the actors 
I liked best. I caught up later with all the great 
movies that were being made in the 1960s and 
1970s. 

PLAYBOY: What do you most remember about 
yourself back then? 

SPADER: I disrupted class a lot. I was a terrible 
student. Around the age of 10 I started to 
make money any way I could—running errands, 
babysitting, anything. Work, for me, was a 
necessity, so anything that wasn't nailed down, 

I sold. A can of anything in the freezer that you 
could mix with water I'd put on a table in front 
of our house and sell. I even did one issue of a 
campus newspaper, with national headlines like 
the Kent State shooting, campus news, some 
sports, local stories and drawings I did. As a 
kid I'd buy candy, but when I was 16 and 17, 

I was a pot-smoking hippie. If I wanted to buy 
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pot or needed gas money for my old blue VW 
bug that was so rusted out you could see right 
through the floorboards, I worked. But I was 
undisciplined. I showed up late and wound up 
mostly talking to whoever was next to me. 
PLAYBOY: How did your parents deal with this 
pot-smoking, undisciplined, disruptive son? 
SPADER: Both my parents are gone now, but in 
their passing I was able to see how lucky I was 
that they truly loved and cherished their children 
and did the absolute best they could. My father 
ran the dormitory where I lived, and he was so 
incredibly respectful, forthright and eminently 
fair. He assumed the best in others. Kids who 
had gotten into trouble in every other dormitory 
on campus would come to this dorm and be 
respectful of him in turn. That doesn't mean 
kids weren't up in their rooms dropping acid, 
but they weren't wrecking the place, throwing 
parties with 50 people. My father would always 
knock and never burst in on anybody. That's how 
he treated me too. 

PLAYBOY: Did you play sports? 

SPADER: I'm very well coordinated but 
have absolutely no interest in sports. I was a 
tremendous tree climber, with great balance and 
a great strength-to-size ratio, and I was always 
the fastest in our games of capture the flag, 
things like that. But organized sports, teams, 
locker rooms and all the rest of that crap, I just 
had no interest in. My father was a tremendous 
athlete, though. 

PLAYBOY: Did your lack of interest in organized 
sports disappoint him? 

SPADER: The loveliest thing was that you 
couldn't disappoint him. I was his son and 
he wasn't disappointed. My mother was very 
gregarious, but he was testy, moody and very 
remote. He was incredibly shy and in many 
ways inaccessible, spending a lot of time in 
the cellar working on carpentry and taking a 
lot of long walks by himself. We'd throw the 
ball and take walks through the woods and 
down by the lake—activities where he would 
not have to make conversation, while I'd be 
talking incessantly, making up stories, asking him 
questions that he patiently answered. But often 
the sum total of the conversation from his end 
might be, "Yeah. Hmmm." 

PLAYBOY: In what ways would you rather not 
be like him? 

SPADER: He was terrible—and I'm the same—in 
that my mother could not let him have a dollar 
in his pocket. Down to the last dime, it would be 
gone. He'd give it away, buy everyone ice cream 
or whatever it was. He'd spend every cent he 
ever had. For instance, he loved fishing, but he 
had more fishing rods than he ever needed, even 
if he used every one of them. He also clearly 
had certain obsessive-compulsive issues. He 
was always on task and had to finish one task 
before he could get to the next. I have a lot of 
similarities with him. 

PLAYBOY: You have obsessive-compulsive 
issues of your own? 

SPADER: I'm ritualistic and habitual. I have an 
addictive personality. I love cooking, which I've 


done since I was a kid. That's very methodical. It 
requires focus and yet allows for extrapolation or 
improvisation and spontaneity. It's also calming 
for me. I don't sleep particularly well. If I wake 
up at night, everything inside turns on instantly 
and won't stop. There's a compulsion to address 
things. I just can't let them fester or get pushed 
under the rug. I have to tie it up tightly in a box, 
throw it right out the fucking window into a river 
and let it sink to the bottom. 

PLAYBOY: How do these characteristics play out 
on the set? 

SPADER: Well, there are advantages in terms 
of the job I have because acting demands focus 
and concentration. A disadvantage is that I'm 
not a multitasker. I work in a freelance business. 
Therefore, it is part of my job to demand all the 
respect and all the parameters and boundaries 
I need. Because you're getting together with 
people who don't know you and have never 
worked with you, you have to establish that up 
front and be very forthright and forthcoming 
about it. That way, you're not throwing 
something unexpected at anybody later. 
PLAYBOY: Has any of this ever been interpreted 
as bad behavior or diva behavior by your co¬ 
workers? 

SPADER: Television shows do not suffer fools 
or assholes. They get -weeded out quickly. Bad 
behavior is when you're way down the road and 
all of a sudden somebody sets the ground rules 
for who they are and how they work. That's not 
acceptable as far as I'm concerned. That's why 
I say you have to demand that sort of respect 
right away, right up front. If you do that, then 
you have to give back just as much respect. 
Everyone else's job is just as important as yours. 

I work well with everyone. I'm not a believer 
that good work comes out of antagonism, fear 
and punishment, but I think it can come out of 
discourse and argument, so long as you're open, 
communicative, honest and able to listen to 
what others' needs are. 

PLAYBOY: You said your father found it hard to 
hold on to his money. What do you blow your 
money on? 

SPADER: I buy records, and I have a lot of hats. 
But I wear a hat every day, so they all get used. 
PLAYBOY: What's a lot? 

SPADER: I don't know. They don't all travel with 
me. I have a couple of houses; like we're here in 
London, then I have an apartment in New York, 
a house in Los Angeles and so on. They all serve 
different purposes. I have tall hats for colder 
weather; I have straw for summer. I guess when 
you run out of room, it's time to stop buying 
records. At least I haven't run out of room yet. 
They're stacked everywhere. 

PLAYBOY: You're talking about vinyl -albums. 
SPADER: I like the whole process. I like to get 
the record out. I like the way a turntable looks. 

I like to watch it work as the record plays. I 
like to read the liner notes when I listen to a 
record. I don't understand what else people do if 
they're listening to a record. I love jazz and have 
buckets—no, boatloads—of jazz. I love blues, 
classical and a lot of world music. I have a friend 


in a Los Angeles record store who educates me, 
takes me through the stacks and funnels me a 
lot of Cuban and Latin music that I love. 
PLAYBOY: Do you go to salsa clubs in L.A., New 
York or Miami? 

SPADER: No, no, no. One of my great passions is 
going to hear live music, but I don't go to clubs. 
I've never been comfortable socializing in groups. 
I like to travel, walk through a city and go to 
museums and galleries. Even now, there's never 
boys' night out for me, no poker games or stuff 
like that. I generally socialize with people one- 
on-one or in small groups. How did we get off 
on this topic? 

PLAYBOY: It started with talking about traits you 
wish you hadn't inherited from your father. How 
did you come by your attitudes toward sex? 
SPADER: Our house was very progressive and 
very liberal. The bathroom doors were always 
left open, and half the time my mother would 
come out to the living room half-naked to make 
some announcement. My two sisters certainly 
were the same, as was I. I was always around 
dominant and influential women, and that left 
a great impression. I don't know a time when 
sexuality wasn't the prism through which I saw 
the world. During the summers, my two sisters 
and I lived in this summer-camp building with 
two bedrooms. It was a converted chicken coop 
made of old, thin pine boards banged together, 
basically between my room and theirs. My sisters 
would have female and male friends over all the 
time. With lots of knotholes I could see all kinds 
of things unfolding in the other room. 

PLAYBOY: You felt easy and comfortable around 
women? 

SPADER: Always and incredibly. At an extremely 
early age I was always the first one to say, "Let's 
play doctor," with every female neighbor. 
PLAYBOY: Were girls and acting connected in 
your mind? 

SPADER: I acted a lot in grammar school and 
junior high but really dug into it in high school at 
Phillips Academy. The lovely thing about that is 
you're meeting girls, staying up late, pretending 
all kinds of wonderful things and exploring adult 
themes together. I think the greatest works are 
always based on that prism of sexuality and 
relations. It's been that way for me my whole 
career and has probably informed my choices 
more than anything else. 

PLAYBOY: It's safe to say that sex and sensuality 
might have informed your decision to drop out 
of high school and move to New York to pursue 
an acting career. 

SPADER: It always seems that if there are two 
paths, the one that looks bumpier is more 
interesting to me. I did a lot of theater in school 
and some summer stock, doing straight plays. 
One of my sisters was living in New York, and 
I moved there at the age of 17 with $ 100 
in my pocket and got a job shoveling shit at 
-Claremont Stables. I taught yoga, mopped office 
floors and studied here and there while doing a 
bunch of improv. But there wasn't a career plan 
or anything. There's never been a plan, ever. 
PLAYBOY: Plan or not, in the 1980s you started 
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to get TV and movie acting jobs. While Rob 
Lowe, Charlie Sheen and Andrew McCarthy 
got top billing, you played supporting roles as 
upper-crust cads in Endless Love, Pretty in Pink, 
Mannequin, Less Than Zero and Wall Street. Did 
you want the lead roles? 

SPADER: It was an odd, youth-oriented film 
world, and it would have been a terrible struggle 
for me to play that sort of all-American guy in 
those -coming-of-age films they were doing at 
the time. Instead, I was always cast as the kid 
who had already come of age. I think I ended up 
playing a string of bad guys because they were 
the only character roles in films, and that's all I 
was trying desperately to do. 

PLAYBOY: Did you have any particularly 
memorable auditions or -meetings? 

SPADER: One time after an audition a casting 
agent called my agent and said, "He scared 
me." I was this long-haired ex-hippie who 
was perfectly forthright about my anxiety and 
discomfort with auditions and couldn't wait to 
get the hell out of there. Then and now, I work 
to work. It's never been a "career" for me but a 
series of different jobs. Even if the movie stank in 
the end, there was something incredibly valuable 
that I got from it, such as making a friend. 
PLAYBOY: Like who? 

SPADER: Susan Sarandon and I became very 
close, good friends making White Palace. I was 
intrigued by our relationship in that movie. I was 
the youngest in my family, and most of the time I 
spent in my house was around people who were 
older than me. When I was young, a lot of my 
sexual fantasies were about older women. 
PLAYBOY: Did you ever indulge those -fantasies? 
SPADER: I must say, if I knew then what I know 
now, I would've had many more encounters 
when I was a kid delivering groceries. Some 
of those wives would answer the door in their 
nightgowns in the middle of the day. I wasn't 
shy, obviously, just not wise enough. I was an 
idiot. 

PLAYBOY: Were you wiser in your late 20s, when 
you and Sarandon, in her early 40s, made that 
movie? 

SPADER: We were driving around in a car after 
we met, and she said something about the 
content of the movie, like, "Aren't you nervous 
or apprehensive?" Maybe she was trying to 
make me feel better or something, but I said, 
"We're going to be just fine." Look, we've 
certainly heard stories about people who fucking 
hated each other and came up with a wonderful 
film. But it seems to me that you have to fall in 
love with the person, because film looks right 
into your head. It's wrenching, because you have 
to fall in love with that person but also accept 
it for what it is and turn it on and off. That's 
a very important part of what is a sometimes 
schizophrenic job. 

PLAYBOY: Is it better to fantasize or to actually 
sleep with a co-star? 

SPADER: I think you can fuck things up, because 
anticipation and unrequited feelings are very 
powerful. Ultimately, in acting you're always 
pretending you're angry or a bad guy or that 


something is down the hall that isn't actually 
there. But to look another human being in the 
eye and pretend you're in love with them, that's 
a very different thing. 

PLAYBOY: Considering some of the films you've 
made—Sex, Lies and Videotape; White Palace; 
Secretary—have women fans come on to you, 
and do they still? 

SPADER: Not particularly. I've been very 
successful keeping a private face on things, even 
out in -public. If you're recognizable and you 
want to draw people to you in public, you can 
do that. I don't. If people put their lives in the 
public eye a lot, people feel as if they've gotten 
to know them through the media. I try not to 
open the door to my private life in a public way. 

I appreciate people's appreciation, but I maintain 
clear -boundaries. I also haven't played a series 
of approachable characters. But look, it would 
probably be wrong if I didn't acknowledge that 
over the years there has been a demographic 
of women older than I who saw White Palace 
and responded to it. I've done some films of 
a provocative nature, and you'd be surprised 
at some of the people who have walked up 
and told me they're great fans of Secretary. I'm 
always intrigued whether that's a practice in their 
life or not. 

PLAYBOY: S&M, you mean? 

SPADER: Yes, or maybe they're just intrigued, 
compelled or curious about it. To me Secretary 
is a very funny, sweet, lovely love story—very 
touching in a way. 

PLAYBOY: You've been together for -many years 
and have a seven-year-old son with actress and 
sculptor Leslie Stefanson. How have you kept 
your relationship alive and vital? 

SPADER: "Be of love a little more careful than 
of everything," wrote e.e. -cummings. Pay 
attention. Take great care, especially in things 
that are taken for granted. 

PLAYBOY: Critics have written about your on¬ 
screen chemistry with various co-stars, including 
Maggie Gyllenhaal and Susan Sarandon, but 
that's nothing compared with the impact you 
made with critics, and worldwide fans, when 
you and William Shatner squared off on -Boston 
Legal. 

SPADER: I'd seen Bill in Judgment at Nuremberg 
and a couple of episodes of Star Trek when I'd 
wander into a room at school and a bunch of 
stoners would be watching it. I don't think he'd 
seen anything I'd done. We met on our first day 
of shooting, and it just worked right away. We 
don't really work in the same way. We're very 
different personalities, and our lives are very 
different. He's a great man-child with a lust 
for life. Outside of work I think we socialized at 
maybe two events, and since the show I received 
a nice birthday or congratulations once. But the 
juxtaposition of those two characters was just 
right for Bill and me to play with each other. 

All I can attribute it to is great chemistry, and 
you can't predict that. [Writer-producer] David 
Kelley watched very closely and fed whatever the 
nature of that chemistry was. 

PLAYBOY: Back in the 1980s, you and -Robert 


Downey Jr. made Tuff Turf and Less Than 
Zero- 

SPADER: And became great friends. We had 
a real fondness for each other. Most of my 
closest friends don't have anything to do with 
the business, but I was really great friends 
with Robert. He and Sarah Jessica Parker were 
together at the time, and they adopted a cat 
they named Jimmy after me. But our lives drifted 
apart. We spoke to each other for the first time 
in several years just before I left for London to 
film Avengers: Age of Ultron, and it was like we 
were right back where we'd left it. To work with 
someone and feel the kind of safety that you 
can say anything to each other is such a gift. It 
has been a tremendous pleasure and absolute 
delight to be reunited with Robert on this film. 
PLAYBOY: Like Robert Downey Jr. or Mark 
Ruffalo, you're not necessarily an obvious choice 
to star in an epic Marvel movie reportedly 
budgeted upwards of $250 million. For those 
not up on their Marvel lore, who is Ultron, your 
character in the movie? 

SPADER: I play an eight-foot-tall robot. In some 
ways Ultron's a child, a brand-new being, a 
newly created artificial intelligence, and that 
intelligence is vast. He's incredibly powerful. I 
had no idea about the character. [Director] Joss 
Whedon told me he loved that Ultron was sort 
of an iconic bad guy in the Avengers universe, 
but he also loved the idea of departing from 
the comic book, in which Ultron is just sort of, 

"I will destroy you!" and instead try to get to 
the root and the source of what he's about. I 
don't know if I can say anything more. I have 
no idea whether what I've said is part of the 
confidentiality agreement or not. 

PLAYBOY: Did you have any reservations about 
doing the movie? 

SPADER: I told them, "I'm very conscious that 
how your character enters this universe is very 
important. You're not going to enter twice, so I 
want to make sure it's the best entrance." They 
said, "The title of the movie is Avengers: Age of 
Ultron. You're Ultron. That's the best entrance 
anyone can have." 

PLAYBOY: We're going to assume that audiences 
will hear plenty of your distinctive voice, but 
will we actually see you under all the digital 
performance capture? 

SPADER: We'll see. I worked on this with Andy 
Serkis's company right from the start. Andy 
is a great actor, and I have a scene with him, 
which I am excited about. I mean, here I am 
well into a fourth decade of acting and now 
facing filmmaking processes I was completely 
unfamiliar with. Making this movie is a grand 
-adventure. 

PLAYBOY: Adding it up, this doesn't sound like a 
bad time to be you. 

SPADER: I like the saying "May you live in 
interesting times," because I think things are 
great when we accept chaos in life. That goes 
against my being obsessive-compulsive and 
ritualistic, but I don't mind adversity. The fight is 
okay with me. My life is wonderful. It's a grand 
time, you know? □ 
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A dilapidated farmhouse in the 
Polish countryside creaks and groans 
on its foundation as six men hyperven¬ 
tilate inside one of its frigid rooms. The 
windows are caked with frost and snow 
piles up outside the front door. Wim 
Hof surveys his students with stern blue 
eyes as he counts their breaths. They 
are lying in sleeping bags and covered 
in blankets. Every breath they expel 
appears as a tiny puff of mist as the 
heat of their bodies crystallizes in the 
near-arctic air. When the students are 
bleached white from exhaustion, Hof 
commands them to let all the air out of 
their lungs and hold their breath until 
their bodies shake and shudder. I exhale 
all my breath into the frigid air. 

Tainting is olcay,”he says. “It just 
means you went deep.” 

Hof is one of the world’s most 
recognized extremophiles. In 2007 he 
made headlines around the world when 
he attempted to summit Mount -Ever¬ 
est wearing nothing but spandex shorts 
and hiking boots. He has run barefoot 
marathons in the arctic circle and sub¬ 
merged his entire body beneath the ice 
for almost two hours. Every feat defies 
the boundaries of what medical science 
says is possible. Hof believes he is much 
more than a stuntman performing 
tricks; he thinks he has stumbled on 
hidden evolutionary potential locked 
inside every human body. 

With my lungs empty and my 
head dizzy from hyperventilation, 

I note the stopwatch on my iPad as 
it slowly ticks by the seconds. At 30 
seconds I want to let go and feel the cool 
air rush inside, but I hold on. 

Participants have come from 
across Europe and America for this 
seven-day training program aimed 
at extending control over the body’s 
autonomic processes. The human body 


performs most of its daily functions on 
auto-pilot. Whether it’s regulating in¬ 
ternal temperature, setting the steady 
pace of a heartbeat or rushing lymph 
and blood to a limb when it’s injured, 
the body, like a computer, uses preset 
responses for most external stimuli. 
Hof s training aims to create a wedge 
between the body’s internal program¬ 
ming and external pressures in order 
to force the body to cede control to the 
conscious mind. He is a hacker, tweak¬ 
ing the body’s programming to expand 
its capabilities. 

At 60 seconds, with empty lungs, 
my diaphragm begins to quiver and 
I have to rock back and forth to keep 
from gasping. Even so, my mind is 



my immune system to ramp up against 
sicknesses or, if necessary, suppress it 
against autoimmune malfunctions such 
as arthritis and lupus. It’s a tall order, 
to be sure. The world is full of would- 
be gurus proffering miracle cures, and 
Hof s promises sound superhuman. 

The undertaking resonates with 
a male clientele willing to wage war 
on their bodies and pay $2,000 for the 
privilege of a weelclong program. Across 
the room Hans Spaan’s hands are shak¬ 
ing. Diagnosed with Parkinson’s 10 
years ago, he had to quit his job as an IT 
executive, but he claims Hof s method 
has enabled him to cut the amount of 
drugs his doctors insist he needs. Next 
to him, Andrew Lescelius, a Nebraskan 
whose asthma can be crippling, hasn’t 
used his inhaler for a week. 

For almost an hour we’ve been 
cycling between hyperventilating and 
holding our breath. Every repetition 
has made it incrementally easier to 
hold on just a bit longer. Hof tells us 
the quick breathing adds oxygen to 
our blood supply so that, at least until 
we use it up, we don’t have to rely on 
the air in our lungs to survive. The 
autonomic urge to gasp for air is based 
on the mind’s ordinary programming- 
No air in the lungs means it’s time to 
breathe. My nervous system hasn’t yet 
realized there’s still air in my blood. 

Ninety-two seconds and my vision 
starts to cloud over. The room has taken 



strangely calm. My eyes are closed, and 
I see swirling red shapes behind my lids. 
Hof explains that the light is a window 
into my pituitary gland. 

Hof promises he can teach people 
to hold their breath for five minutes 
and stay warm without clothes in freez¬ 
ing snow. With a few days of training 
I should be able to consciously control 


on a red sheen I don’t remember being 
there before. I may be seeing lights. I 
let go and allow air to rush in. It’s far 
from a record, but after only an hour of 
trying, it’s my longest attempt. I smile 
with a small sense of accomplishment. 

Hof then commands us to un¬ 
dergo another breathing cycle, but this 
time, instead of holding my breath, he 
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instructs me to do as many push-ups as 
I can. Raised on a diet of cheese curds 
and little exercise, I’m out of shape. At 
home I can manage an embarrassingly 
feeble 20 before collapsing. Now, with 
no air in my lungs, I push myself off 
the floor with almost no effort. They 
roll out one after another, and before I 
know it Fve done 40. 

I decide Pm going to have to 
reevaluate everything Fve ever thought 
about gurus. Hof is a difficult figure 
to dissect. On one level he speaks in 
a familiar creole of New Age mumbo 
jumbo. There’s a spiel about universal 
compassion and connection to divine 
energies. Then, of course, there are the 
results. His relatively simple exercises 
make undeniable changes in my body 
seemingly overnight. Following his pre¬ 
scriptions for a week, I hack my body 
to perform physical feats of endurance 
I didn’t think possible and earn confi¬ 
dence I didn’t know I had. As a bonus, 

I lose seven pounds of fat-which come 
out in oily clumps during my morning 
eliminations. 

Our goal by the end of the week- to 
complete an arduous eight-hour climb 
up a powder-covered mountain, wear¬ 
ing nothing but shorts. It will be my 
own personal Everest, though in this 
case the mountain is called Sne z lea. 

But even with these first routines in the 
safety of a training room, I’m not sure 
I’m up for it. 

I am at the mercy of Hof, who 
wears a pointy green hat that makes 
him look like a life-size garden gnome. 
A bushy beard frames his piercing 
blue eyes and ruddy nose, and his body 
bristles with tightly corded muscles. A 
six-inch surgical scar across his stomach 
marks a time he took his training too 
far and ended up in the hospital. Hof is 
a savant and a madman. He’s a prophet 
and a foil. And as is occasionally the 
case with people who try to cultivate 
superpowers, Hof s abilities have come 
at a heavy price. 

Born in the Dutch city of Sittard 



in 1959, on the eve of Europe’s hippie 
revolution, Hof spent his early years in 
the middle of a -working-class family of 
nine children. While the rest of the Hof 
family learned Catholic liturgy, Wim 
became fascinated with Eastern teach¬ 
ings, memorizing parts of Patanjali’s 
Yoga Sutras and scouring the Bhagavad 
Gita and Zen Buddhism for wisdom. He 
was keen on exploring the connections 
between the body and the mind, but 
none of what he read was quite what he 
was looking for. 

Then, in the winter of 1979, when 
he was 20 years old, he was walking 
alone on a frosty morning in Amster¬ 
dam’s picturesque Beatrixparlc when 
he noticed a thin skin of ice on one of 
the canals. He wondered what it would 
feel like if he jumped in. With juvenile 
impulsiveness he has never quite shed, 
he took off his clothes and plunged in 
naked. The shock was immediate, he 
says, but The feeling wasn’t of cold; it 
was something like tremendous good. 

I was in the water only a minute, but 
time just slowed down. It felt like ages.” 
A wash of endorphins cruised through 
his system, and the high lasted through 
the afternoon. He went on to repeat the 
exercise every day since. The cold is my 
teacher,”he says. 

The breathing technique emerged 
naturally. He started by mimicking the 
rapid breaths people take instinctively 
when they plunge into icy water, which 
he says are similar to the breaths a 
woman takes during childbirth. In both 
cases the body switches to an instinc¬ 
tual program. When Hof dunked under 
the ice, he went from rapid breathing 
to holding his breath. That’s when he 
began to feel changes in his body. 

The way Hof explains it, humans 
must have evolved with an innate abil¬ 
ity to resist the elements. Our remote 
ancestors traversed icy mountains 
and parched deserts long before they 
invented the most basic footwear or 
-animal-slcin coats. While technology 
has made us more comfortable, the 
underlying biology is still there, and the 


key to unlocking our lost potential lies 
in re-creating the sorts of harsh experi¬ 
ences our ancestors would have faced. 

Hof trained on his own in obscuri¬ 
ty for 15 years, rarely talking about his 
growing abilities. His first student was 
his son Enahm. When Enahm was still 
an infant, Hof took him down to the 
canals and dunked him in the water like 
Achilles. While it’s anyone’s guess what 
nearby pedestrians might have thought 
of this sight, most of his close friends 
shrugged off his morning routines as 
just another eccentricity in an already 
eccentric city. 

Hof did odd jobs, including work¬ 
ing as a mail carrier, and took gigs as 
a -canyoneering instructor in Spain 
during the summers. Money was always 
a problem, and his wife—a beautiful 
Basque woman named Olaya-began to 
show signs of a serious mental disorder. 
She was depressed. She heard voices. 

In July 1995 she jumped off the eighth 
floor of her parents’ apartment build¬ 
ing in Pamplona on the first day of the 
Running of the Bulls. 

Sitting at a handmade wooden 
table in what serves as lunchroom and 
breakfast nook in his Polish headquar¬ 
ters, Hof recounts Olaya’s death as 
tears roll freely down his cheeks. c Why 
would God take my wife from me?”he 
asks. Confronted with loss and a broken 
heart, he put all his faith into the one 
thing that set him apart from everyone 
else- his ability to control his body. 
Olaya had never shown interest in Hof s 
methods, but he felt he could have done 
more to help her. ‘The inclination I 
have to train -people now is because of 
my wife’s death,’’says Hof. T can bring 
people back to tranquility. Schizophre¬ 
nia and multiple-personality disorder 
draw away people’s energy. My method 
can give them back control.’Tt was his 
call to action. But he still needed a way 
to announce himself to the world. 

His opportunity came a few years 
later. As winter settled on Amster¬ 
dam, a local newspaper ran a series of 
articles about odd things people did 
in the snow. Hof called the editor and 
explained that for the past couple of 
decades he’d been slcinny-dipping in 
icy water. The paper sent a reporter, 
and Hof jumped into a nearby lake he 
frequented. The next week a television 
crew showed up. 

In one famous segment, Hof cut 
holes in the ice and jumped in while a 
Dutch news crew filmed. He was drying 
himself off when, a few meters away, 
a man stepped on a thin patch and fell 
through. Hof charged out onto the lake, 
jumped in a second time and dragged 
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the man to safety. The news crew caught 
the exchange, and soon Hof wasn’t 
just a local oddity, he was a local hero. 
Someone dubbed him the Iceman, and 
the name stuck. 

After that act of heroism, Hof 
became a household name across 
the Netherlands. A Dutch television 
program hosted by the eminent news¬ 
caster Willibrord Frequin asked Hof 
to perform on camera. The gimmick 
was to have Hof establish a Guinness 
world record. They planned for him 
to swim 50 meters beneath arctic ice 
without breathing. It would be sensa¬ 
tionalist fun, but the program would air 
throughout Scandinavia and give Hof a 
shot at doing stunts for other channels 
around the world. 

A few weeks later Hof stood on the 
surface of a frozen lake near the small 
village of Pello, Finland, a handful 
of miles from the arctic circle, wear¬ 
ing only a bathing suit. Although the 
temperature would drop to minus 12 
degrees Fahrenheit, his skin glistened 
with sweat. Below him a -diamond- 
shape hole shot down a meter through 
the ice. There were two other holes 25 
and 50 meters from the first. A camera 
crew watched as Hof descended and 
dipped his toe in the periwinkle waters. 

On the first day of shooting he was 
supposed to swim only to the first hole 
so the crew could get the right shots and 
feel comfortable with the safety setup. 
But Hof had other plans. He wanted to 
surprise and impress the crew by clear¬ 
ing the whole distance in one go. He had 
done his calculations in advance. One 
stroke took him one meter, so he would 
need to do 50 to reach his destination. 
Taking a giant gulp of air into his lungs, 
Hof disappeared and began his sprint. 

He later recalled that he opened 
his eyes midway between the first and 
second hole and could make out a beam 
of sunlight slicing through the water. 
But at stroke 29, with the safety of the 
first hole and rescue team behind him, 
something went wrong. He hadn’t an¬ 
ticipated what the cold water would do 
to his eyes. His corneas began to freeze 
over, and crystallization blurred his 
vision. Five strokes later he was blind, 
with only his stroke count to direct him 
to oxygen. Soon he was off course. At 50 
strokes he grabbed around in vain for 
the rim of the second hole. He turned 
around thinking maybe he had passed 
it. He wanted to gasp for air but knew 
the results would be fatal. At 65 strokes 
his hope was beginning to fade. Seventy 
strokes in, just as he began to lose con¬ 
sciousness, he felt a hand wrap around 
his ankle. A safety diver dragged him to 
the surface. He knew he had almost died 


and that his hubris had led him there. 
Despite that close call, the next day 
he would set a world record, with the 
cameras rolling. 

The show went on to be a hit and 
secured him a series of similar on-air 
stunts for international channels from 
Discovery to National Geographic. But 
success came at a price. Although he was 
capable of incredible feats, Hof s desire 
to impress and please the people around 
him would time and again lead him into 
near-fatal situations. Should he die, the 
world might never understand how he 
had achieved his dramatic results. Hof 
needed a better plan. 

To understand Hof’s abilities, I 
board a plane from Los Angeles to Wro- 
caw, Poland, where he meets me at the 
terminal gate with a broad smile. Hof 
decided to make his headquarters here 
instead of the Netherlands so he could 
be close to icy streams and snow-cov¬ 
ered mountains-and also take advan¬ 
tage of the weaker economy to purchase 
a larger space. We pile into a tiny gray 
Vollcs-wagen with two other devotees—a 
Croatian and a Latvian—who have come 
to study his technique, and we traverse 
miles of Polish pines and picturesque 
villages toward Hof s rural headquar¬ 
ters. 

Janis Kuze sits crammed next to 
me with my hiking backpack overflow¬ 
ing onto his lap. The burly Latvian grew 
up amid the turmoil of a collapsing 
Soviet Union, when bandits roamed the 
countryside. His father stashed a loaded 
AK-47 beneath his son’s bed so it was 
never more than an instant away should 
they need to defend themselves. Now 
Kuze studies the Israeli combat system 
Krav Maga in his spare time and spars 
with his equally intimidating and, he 
assures me, beautiful girlfriend. Asked 
if he’s ready to immerse himself in ice 
water, he replies, ‘When my father was 
in the special forces, they tested sol¬ 
diers’ ability to adapt by making them 
sit in ice water. If they survived, they 
passed. Not everyone passed.” 

We arrive in the tiny village of 
Przesielca, where Hof owns an isolated 
farmhouse he was able to purchase 
after signing a sponsorship deal with 
Columbia Sportswear to shill a line of 
battery-heated jackets in 2011. In the 
commercials, which were created for 
TV but thrived on the internet, Hof 
swims in a frozen lake while giving icy 
stares to toasty outdoorsmen who use 
the high-tech gear to warm themselves 
with the touch of a button. The videos 
went viral, and commenters compared 
Hof to Chuck Norris, propelling him to 
a sort of internet alpha-male celebrity. 


But the condition of the house con¬ 
firms that web fame does not neces¬ 
sarily translate to riches. The space is 
a permanent work in progress, with an 
assortment of bunk beds and yoga mats. 
A busted sauna sits next door to its new 
replacement. The coal furnace doesn’t 
quite work and spews black smoke 
through cracks in the floorboards. Most 
of the floors don’t seem level. 

The crumbling building is head¬ 
quarters for Hof’s growing global pres¬ 
ence as a New Age guru and ground zero 
for the experimental training regimens 
he’s developing. One of Hof’s first 
students at the house, Justin Rosales, 
now 25, flew here from Pennsylvania 
in 2010 to serve as a guinea pig. “If we 
want to become strong, passionate and 
motivated, we have to take on seem¬ 
ingly impossible tasks. Without an 
open mind, the cold will never be your 
friend,’’Rosales tells me over e-mail. 

He has written a book with Hof about 
the experience, called Becoming the 
Iceman, which is often passed among 
devotees interested in cultivating su¬ 
perpowers. 

I stash what little winter gear I’ve 
brought beneath a bunk on the second 
floor and look out the window onto 
a snowy field that serves as the main 
training site. Andrew -Lescelius, the 
wiry asthmatic Nebraskan who arrived 
a week earlier, crosses the field outside 
clad only in black underwear, stopping 
to pick up handfuls of snow and rub 
them over his arms and chest. Steam 
erupts off his body in great clouds. 

Kuze chooses a bunk next to mine 
and looks eager to get out into the snow. 
I let him go on his own. I will have 
plenty of opportunities to be cold when 
training begins tomorrow. 

After a restless night we meet Hof 
in the yoga studio. He explains that ev¬ 
ery training program he runs is differ¬ 
ent, and the method varies depending 
on the constitution of the group. But no 
matter how it starts, the building blocks 
are simple and, he assures us, our prog¬ 
ress will be rapid. ‘This week we will 
win the war on bacteria!”he proclaims 
before warning us he will challenge 
everything we think about the limits of 
our body. 

At one point Hof tells us to shed 
our clothing and head outside. We 
round the farmhouse to a small snowy 
field frequented by deer and the curious 
gazes of inquisitive neighbors. As we 
file past, one of them yells something 
to us in Polish and Hof chuckles. Most 
people here think he’s crazy, if affable. 

It’s the first time in my life I’ve 
put my feet directly onto snow, and 
they feel as sensitive as a newly broken 

(continued on page 77) 
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PLAYBOY: You’ve had three films come out this year, and you’re 
working on at least three more. You also have a TV show—Real 
Husbands of -Hollywood—and you tour the world doing stand-up. 
Why work so hard? Are you paying off gambling debts? 

HART: No, I’m good. I’m just trying to become a media mogul. 

I don’t think people accomplish goals by sitting and waiting for 
success to come to them. You have to get out there, put your all into 
it. I put 110 percent into my craft, and I don’t sleep unless I have to. 
At the end 


of the day, I want to be remembered as a great comedian and 
a great actor and a great writer and producer and eventually 
director. The only way I’m going to accomplish those goals is to 
work. And work. And work and work and work. 

PLAYBOY: Your new film, Think Like a Man Too, was shot 
entirely in Las Vegas. Are you bound by the “what happens in 
Vegas stays in Vegas”rule, or can you tell us about the crazy things 
you and the rest of the cast did during your downtime? 


The world's 
funniest-and 

shortest—sex 

symbol opens 
U P about his 
newfound 
fame 







HART- It wasn’t all that exciting. We were 
in Vegas, sure, but we were there to do a job. 
I took that very seriously. I like to have a 
good time—we went to a few parties—but 
when Pm working, Pm boring. Pm not 
going to do something that jeopardizes the 
film or my career or everything I’ve done 
to get to this point. That would be insane. 
Every time I thought about going out after 
the shoot and getting crazy, Pd remind 
myself, This could all go away. And then Pd 
go back to my room and go to bed. 

Q3 

PLAYBOY: You play a happily divorced 
guy in Think Like a Man Too, and you’re 
working on a divorce comedy for ABC. Are 
you divorce’s biggest advocate? 

HART: Pm definitely an example of what 
life should be like after divorce. My ex-wife 
and I are still friends and still raise our 
kids together; we just do it separately. In 
a relationship it’s possible to outgrow a 
person. My ex and I were growing apart, 
and it was a situation where we could have 
become enemies if we stayed married. 

Being married was killing our relationship, 
but getting divorced helped salvage our 
friendship. 

Q4 

PLAYBOY: A lot of your stand-up act is 
based on your experiences with your ex- 
wife. When she married you, did she forget 
to get a comedy prenup? 

HART: [Laughs] I guess she should’ve 


thought about that. That’s what you get for 
marrying a comedian. No, there’s nothing 
malicious about it. When I talk about 
her, it’s never angry or brutal. It’s just me 
talking about my life, and that relationship 
is a large part of my life. I put our situation 
out there, and people relate to it honestly. 
QS 

PLAYBOY: You’ve used pretty much 
everything in your life as fodder for 
comedy. What don’t you have a sense of 
humor about? 

HART: Pm not a political guy. I don’t really 
deal with Democrats or Republicans. I don’t 
find that funny. And I don’t talk about 
the gay community, be it male or female. 

No thank you! It’s such a sensitive subject. 
I’ve seen comics get into serious trouble by 
-joking about gay people. It’s too dangerous. 
Whatever you say, any joke you make 
about the gay community, it’s going to be 
misconstrued. It’s not worth it. 

Q6 

PLAYBOY: What about your private life? 

Is there anything that you consider off- 
limits 

for -comedy? 

HART: No. Everything is out there. Even 
my mom. I did a long bit in my stand-up 
about her funeral, and that was tough to 
talk about. But those sad moments can also 
be the funniest. Losing her was definitely 
one of the saddest things that ever 
happened to me. But thinking about it and 


telling the story, you -realize 
there’s something funny about it too. 

You see the funny parts of having to bury 
someone you love. 

Q7 

PLAYBOY: You’ve also talked in your 
stand-up about your dad, who struggled 
with cocaine addiction and spent 
time in prison. Was he a victim of bad 
circumstances or of bad choices? 

HART: I’d probably say bad choices. He put 
himself in a position to do things badly. But 
he learned from his mistakes and got better. 
That’s all we can ask for, really. Pm just 
happy he got himself out of that situation. 

I can be more objective about him, because 
he wasn’t always around. But my mom, 
she raised me. So when she passed away.... 
[pauses] That was hard. I had a good woman 
in my life. She made sure I had everything I 
needed. And she did a great job. 

Q8 

PLAYBOY: You’re known for your high- 
-octane, mile-a-minute delivery. What do 
you enjoy doing slowly? 

HART: One word- fucking. 

Q9 

PLAYBOY: If you show up for a gig in a 
foul mood, how do you turn on the funny? 
What’s your happy place? 

HART: My happy place could be a number 
of things. Listening to music is usually my 
way of focusing. Cracking jokes with friends 
or taking a quiet moment by myself are 
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others. Oh yeah, and fucking puts me in a 
happy place. Lots and lots of fucking. 

Q10 

PLAYBOY: We’re getting the impression 
that you enjoy fucking. But in the comedy 
documentary Laugh at My Pain, you claim 
that your sexual stamina is somewhere 
between 20 and 23 seconds. 

HART: Well, right now I could probably 
make it to a good two minutes. I learned 
some tricks. You’ve got to practice and stick 
with it. If I feel like I’m in trouble, if I’m 
going to explode too soon, I’ll just hold my 
breath. 

Qll 

PLAYBOY: Won’t that make you pass out? 
HART: No, no, it works. I’ll hold my breath 
and count to 60, and then I breathe, and 
then I’ll hold my breath again and count 
to 60 again. That gets me to at least two 
minutes. I’m a sex symbol now, so I’ve 
definitely had my share of encounters. I’ve 
got to be prepared for anything. 

Q12 

PLAYBOY: You call yourself a sex 
symbol a lot. Are you being ironic, 
or is it a self-fulfilling prophecy? 

HART: I’m kind of kidding. I 
have a girlfriend, so I don’t have 
a bunch of women banging on 
my door these days. There have 
been times when I’ve been popular 
with females, but those days are 
definitely behind me. Do I think 
I’m a sex symbol? Hell yeah. Life 
is about making whatever you say 
reality. But it’s also a joke. It can be 
both things at once. I can say things 
and people know I’m joking, but 
they see the truth in it as well. 

Q13 

PLAYBOY: On Real Husbands of 
Hollywood, Chris Rock tells you, 

Tm actually famous; you’re more 
black famous.”Do you feel that 
might be true? 

HART: Hell no. I think I’m huge. 

[laughs] No, I get it. That was 
the situation for a while, but I’m 
starting to cross over. My audience 
has definitely grown. Right now, if 
I did a stand-up show, it’d be 60-40 
black to white. And that seems 
like a good balance. That’s the sweet spot. I 
don’t want to be a comedian just for black 
folks. I want to be universal. I want to make 
everybody laugh. I want people everywhere 
going, £ Wow, Kevin Hart is funny,’’not, 
£ Where do I know him from?” 

Q14 

PLAYBOY: You’re five-foot-four. You’ve 
joked about the negatives of your height, 
but what are the advantages to being short? 
HART: Well, first of all, your clothes fit a 
little better. You don’t have to be shopping 
at those big-and-tall stores. If people want 


to talk to you, they have to come down to 
your level, literally come down to your 
level. It’s the great equalizer. With tall 
people, you have to get on a ladder. But 
with me, just kneel a little and we’re equals. 
Also, it’s easy to maintain a nice body when 
you’re short, because everything is compact. 
I think I’m happier than everybody else 
because of my height. Short guys are happy. 

Q15 

PLAYBOY: How did you get that 
confidence? Were you born with it, or was it 
a long road to get there? 

HART: It was definitely a long road. 
Confidence comes with accomplishing 
things. You need to set goals for what you 
want to do with your life, and when you 
make them happen, that’s what feeds your 
confidence. That’s what happened to me. I 
set goals for myself, from stand-up to TV 
to film, and when it happens, if it happens, 
it’s remarkable. You realize you can do 


l don’t talk 
about the gay 
community. No 
thank you! It’s 
such a sensitive 
subject. 



anything you put your mind to. I’m a 
product of that. 

Q16 

PLAYBOY: In your last concert film, Let 
Me Explain, pyrotechnics shot fireballs 
from the stage to emphasize punch lines. 
Were you trying to make stand-up more 
like a rock show? 

HART: No, not rock. More like a hip-hop 
show. I got the idea from a Jay Z concert. 
He was using pyrotechnics, and I thought, 
Yeah, I should do something like that. I 
wanted to do something different, add 


another bang to my stand-up. The last 
thing people expect when they come to a 
comedian’s show is to see fire shooting out 
of the stage. So for me to have that, I felt 
like it was huge. It was different, and it was 
trendsetting. 

Q17 

PLAYBOY: You’ve worked with Robert De 
Niro and Ice Cube. Which one has the best 
war stories? 

HART: De Niro by far. You know, Bob- 
that’s what he lets me call him-has these 
incredible stories from his history of 
filmmaking. All Cube’s stories end with 
someone getting shot. 

Q18 

PLAYBOY: We’ve seen some of your best 
stand-up performances in films, including 
Seriously Funny and Laugh at My Pain. 
What was your worst? 

HART: My worst gig was probably in 
Atlantic City, at this club called Sweet 
Cheeks. This was in the very beginning 
of my career, when I was still pretty 
new to the whole comedy thing. I wasn’t 
connecting with the audience, and they 
started booing. At one point, one guy 
got so frustrated he threw a buffalo 
wing at me. It hit me hard on the face, 
just stopped me cold. There’s no way 
to respond to being hit with a buffalo 
wing. And there’s no going back to 
comedy after that. I wiped the buffalo 
sauce off my face and told everybody 
good night. 

Q19 

PLAYBOY: You’re self-conscious about 
your feet. What’s so bad about them? 
HART: They’re ugly, just repulsive to 
look at. My toenails look like sunflower 
seeds. There was a time when I wouldn’t 
go into a pool barefoot. I would use 
Chuck Taylors as my water shoes. But I 
don’t care anymore. There was a point 
when I would go to insane levels trying 
to hide them, but I’m rich now. You 
don’t like my feet, get out of my house. 

Q20 

PLAYBOY: You were widely criticized 
for making a joke on Twitter that some 
people thought was racially insensitive. 
Your exact tweet was £ Light-slcinned 
women usually have better credit than 
dark-skinned women...Broke ass dark 
hoes...lol.”Did you cross a line? 

HART: Listen, that was just me being silly 
on Twitter, playing on a trending topic. 
Some people were offended by it, but that’s 
always a risk with comedy. Nobody’s going 
to find everything funny. I didn’t feel I 
had to apologize for something that was 
misconstrued and taken out of context. I 
have no ill will toward women, not dark- 
skinned women, not light-slcinned women. 
I was just being silly. I’m a comedian. Being 
silly is my job; it’s how I pay my bills. O 
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“I am a pretty romantic person. I like to take things slow. When things get a little 
rowdy though, I tend to be direct about what I want and how I want it. " 
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A sian Beauty Lea Aireen is 
one hell of a motivation to 
stay indoors in this classy 
bedroom pictorial. 

No one will be able to resist Lea Aireen’s 
piercing, feral eyes and slender body. Shot 
on location at the famed Tesoro House, 
this pictorial is all about the bliss of 
staying indoors and the sordid adventures 
therein. Step inside and meet your sultry 
houseguest. 

£ ! love staying at home and having 
some alone time. It’s not that I’m shy or 
whatever, I do go out and hit the clubs, but 
I feel that people should have plenty of 
breathing space and quiet moments. When 
it’s 2 a.m. and I can’t sleep, I dress up and go 
out with my friends,”Lea shared. Tm a very 
quiet person. I don’t talk to guys when they 
hit on me in bars or clubs. I don’t believe 
in one night stands. I think relationships 
are a lot of work but it’s fulfilling to devote 
everything to just one partner.” 

One thing you have to know about 
this Asian Beauty is that she’s very 
independent. ‘I moved out soon after 
graduating college because I wanted to be 
responsible for myself. It’s rewarding to pay 
your own rent, clean your own apartment, 
and buy the things you want and need with 
your own money,’’she said. 

Svelte and mysterious, Lea Aireen has an 
enigmatic appeal that just draw people in. 
She describes herself as a romantic. ‘I like 
to take things slow. When things get a little 
rowdy though, I tend to be direct about 
what I want and how I want it.”she revealed. 
With her piercing eyes and deeply Filipina 
complexion, Lea Aireen is the perfect Asian 
Beauty to cap off this frisky year. If you 
need any convincing, just flip the pages and 
see more of this rousing home buddy. 
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WHEN A MUSICIAN DROPS DEAD 10 YEARS AFTER BEING SHOT, FINALLY SUCCUMBING 
TO A BULLET LODGED IN HIS BACK, LAPD INVESTIGATOR HARRY BOSCH BEGINS HIS 
SEARCH IN THE WORST OF POSITIONS- WITH NOTHING 



fiction by JVlichacI Connelly 



t seemed to Bosh to be a form of torture heaped upon tor- “[ need something else...,’’she said. 

ture. Corazon was hunched over the steel table, her bloody She put the butter knife in a stainless-steel sink, where running 

and gloved hands deep inside the gutted torso, working faucet kept the water level to the overflow drain. She then moved 

with forceps and a long bladed instrument she called the her hand to the left of the sink and across the display of sterilized 

butter knife. Corazon was not tall and she stood on her tools until she chose a long, slender pick. She went back to work 

tiptoes to be able to reach down and in with her tools. She braced with her hands in the hollow of the victim’s torso. All the organs 

her hips against the side of the autopsy table to gain leverage. and intestines had been removed, weighed and bagged, leaving 

What bothered Bosch about the grisly tableau was that the body just the husk formed by the upturned ribs. She went up on her toes 

had already been so violated for so long. Both legs gone, one arm again and used her upper-body strength and the steel pick to finally 

taken at the shoulder, the surgical scars old but somehow raw and pop the bullet loose from the spinal column. Bosch heard it rattle 



red. The man’s mouth was open in a silent scream. His eyes were di¬ 
rected upward as if beseeching his God for mercy. Deep down Bosch 
knew that the dead were the dead and they no longer suffered the 
cruelties of life, but even so he felt like saying, “Enough is enough.” 
Asking, ‘When does it stop?”Shouldn’t death be the relief from the 
tortures of life? But he didin’t say anything. He stood mute and just 
watched as he had hundreds of times before. More important than 
his outrage and the desire to speak out against the continuing atroc¬ 
ity inflicted on Orlando Merced was Bosch’s need for the bullet 
Corazon was trying to pry loose from the dead man’s spine. 

Corazon dropped back on her heels to rest. She blew out her breath 
and temporarily fogged her spatter shield. She glanced at Bosch 
through the steamed plastic. 

“Almost there,’’she said. “And I’ll tell you what, they were right not 
to try to take it out back then. They would have had to saw entirely 
through T-12.” 

Bosch just nodded, knowing she was referring to one of the verte¬ 
brae. 

She turned to the table, where her instruments were spread out. 


inside the rib cage. 

‘Got it!” 

She pulled her arms out of the hollow, put down the pick and 
sprayed the forceps with the hose attached to the table. She then 
held the instrument up to examine her find. She tapped the floor 
button for the recorder with her foot and went on the record. 

“A projectile was removed from the anterior T-12 vertebra. It is 
in damaged condition with severe flattening. I will photograph it 
and mark it with my initials before turning it over to Detective Hi¬ 
eronymus Bosch with the Open-Unsolved Unit of the Los Angeles 
Police Department.” 

She tapped the recorder button with her foot again and they were 
off the record. She smiled at him through her plastic screen. 

‘Sorry, Harry, you know me, a stickler for formalities.” 

‘1 didn’t think you’d even remember.” 

He and Corazon had once had a brief romance, but that was long 
time ago, and very few people knew his real full name. 

‘Of course I would,’’she said in mock protest. 

There was almost an aura of humility about Tereza Corazon 
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that had not been there in the past. She had 
been a climber and had eventually gotten 
what she wanted- the chief medical exam¬ 
iner’s post and all of it’s trappings, includ¬ 
ing a reality television show.. But when 
one reaches the top of a public agency, one 
becomes a politician, and politicians fall 
out of favour. Teresa eventually fell hard, 
and now she was back to where she started, a 
deputy coroner with a caseload like anyone 
else in the office. At least they had let her 
keep her private autopsy suite. For now. 

She took the bullet over the counter 
where she photographed it and then marked 
it with an indelible black pen. Bosch was 
ready with a small plastic evidence bag 
and she dropped it in. He then marked the 
bag with both of their initials, a chain-of- 
custody routine. He studied the misshapen 
projectile through the plastic. Despite the 
damage, he believed it was a .308-caliber 
bullet, which would mean it had been fired 
by a rifle. If so, that would be a significant 
new piece of information in the case. 

‘Will you stay the rest, or was that all 
you wanted?” 

She asked it as if there were something 
else going on between them. He held up the 
evidence bag. 

££ [ think I should probably get this go¬ 
ing. We’ve got a lot of eyes on this case.” 

£C Right. Well, then, I’ll finish up by 
myself. What happened to your partner, 
anyway? Wasn’t she here with you in the 
hall? 

£ She had to make a call.” 

“Oh, I thought maybe she wanted us 
to have some alone time. Did you tell her 
about us?” 

She smiled and batted her eyes and 
Bosch looked away awkwardly. 

“No, Teresa. You know I don’t talk 
about stuff like that.” 

She nodded. 

£ You never did. You’re a man who keeps 
his secrets.” 

He looked back at her. 

££ [ try,”he said. ‘Besides, that was a long 
time ago.” 

“And the flame’s gone out, hasn’t it?” 

He pushed things back on subject. 

“On the case. You’re not seeing any¬ 
thing different from what the hospital is 
reporting, right?” 

Corazon shook her head, able to move 
back as well. 

“No, nothing different here. Sepsis. 
Blood poisoning, to use more common 
phrase. Put that in your press release.” 

“And you have no problem linking this 
back to the shooting? You could testify to 
that?” 

She was nodding before Bosch was 
finished speaking. 

‘Mr. Merced died because of blood poi¬ 
soning, but I am listing cause of death as ho¬ 
micide. This was a 10-year murder, Harry, 


and I will gladly testify to that. I hope that 
bullet helps you find the killer.” 

Bosch nodded and closed his hand 
around the plastic bag containing the bullet. 

‘1 hope so too,”he said. 

Bosh took the elevator up to the 
ground floor. In the past few years the coun¬ 
ty had spent $30 million renovating the cor¬ 
oner’s office, but the elevators moved just as 
slowly as ever. He found Lucia Sotto on the 
back loading dock, leaning against an empty 
gurney and looking at her phone. She was 
short, well-proportioned and 110 pounds at 
the most. She wore the kind of stylish suit 
that was in vogue with female detectives. It 
let her keep a gun on her hip instead of in a 
purse. It said power and authority in a way 
a dress could never say. This one was dark 
brown with a cream blouse. It went well 
with her smooth brown skin. 

She glanced up as Bosch approached 
and then stood up hurriedly like a kid 
who’d been caught doing something wrong. 

‘Got it,’’Bosch said. 

He held up the evidence bag contain¬ 
ing the bullet. Soto took it and studied the 
bullet through the plastic for a moment. A 
couple of body movers came up behind her 
and pulled the gurney toward the door of 
what was known as the Big Crypt. It was a 
new addition to the complex, a refrigerated 
space the size of a Mayfair market where all 
the bodies that came in were staged before 
being scheduled for autopsy. 

‘It’s big,’’Soto said. 

Bosch nodded. 

“And long,’’Bosh said. ‘I’m thinking 
we’re looking for a rifle.” 

“It looks like it’s in pretty bad shape,” 

Sotto said. ‘Mushroomed.” 

She handed the bag back and Bosch put 
it in his coat pocket. 

‘There’s enough there for a compari¬ 
son, I think,”he said. “Enough for us to get 
lucky.” 

The men behind Soto opened the door 
of the Big Crypt to wheel the gurney in. 

Cold air carrying a disagreeable chemical 
scent blasted across the loading dock. Soto 
turned in time to see a glimpse of the giant 
refrigerated room. Row after row of bodies 
stacked four high on a stainless-steel scaf¬ 
folding system. The dead were wrapped in 
opaque plastic sheeting, their feet exposed, 
toe tags flapping in the breeze from the 
refrigeration vents. 

Soto quickly turned away, her natu¬ 
rally brown face turning white. 

‘You olcay?”Bosch asked. 

‘Yes, fine,’’she said quickly. ‘That just 
grosses me out.” 

“It’s actually a big improvement. The 
bodies used to be lined up in the hallways. 
Sometimes stacked on top of one another 
after a busy weekend. It got pretty ripe 
around here.” 

She held a hand up to stop him from 


further description. 

“Please, are we done?” 

“We’re done.” 

He started moving and Soto followed, 
falling in a step behind him. She tended 
to walk behind Bosch, and he didn’t know 
if it was some sort of deferential thing to 
his age and rank or something else, like a 
confidence issue. He headed to the steps at 
the end of the dock. It was a shortcut to the 
visitor parking lot. 

‘Where do we go?”she asked. 

‘We get the slugs over to firearms,” 
Bosch said. ‘Speaking of getting lucky- it’s 
walk-in Wednesday. Then we go pick up the 
file and evidence at Hollenbeck. We take it 
from there.” 

“Okay.” 

They went down the steps and started 
crossing the employee parking lot. The visi¬ 
tor lot was on the side of the building. 

‘Did you make your call?”Bosch asked. 

‘What?”Soto asked, confused. 

‘You said you had to make a call.” 

‘Oh, yes, I did. Sorry about that.” 

“No problem. You get what you need?” 

‘Yes, thanks.” 

Bosch was guessing that there had 
been no call. He suspected that Soto wanted 
to skip out on the autopsy because she had 
never seen a human body hollowed out 
before. Soto was new not only to the Open- 
Unsolved Unit but to homicide work as 
well. This was the third case she had worked 
with Bosch and the only one with a death 
fresh enough for an autopsy. Soto prob¬ 
ably hadn’t been counting on live autopsies 
when she signed up to work cold cases. The 
visuals and the odors were usually the most 
difficult things to get used to in homicide 
work. Cold cases usually eliminated both. 

In recent years the crime rate in Los 
Angeles had decreased markedly across the 
board, including and most dramatically the 
number of homicides. This had spurred a 
shift within the LAPD’s investigative prior¬ 
ity and practice. With fewer active murder 
cases, the department increased its empha¬ 
sis on clearing cold cases. With more than 
10,000 unsolved murders on the books in 
the past 50 years, there was plenty of work 
to go around. The Open-Unsolved Unit 
had nearly tripled in size over the course 
of the previous year and now had it’s own 
command staff, including a captain and 
two lieutenants. Many seasoned detectives 
were brought in from Homicide Special and 
the other elite units within the Robbery- 
Homicide Division. Also, a class of young 
detectives with little of any investigative 
experience was brought in. The philosophy 
handed down from the 10th floor OCP- Of¬ 
fice of the Chief of Police- was that it was a 
new world out there, with new technologies 
and new ways to look at things. While noth¬ 
ing beats investigative know-how, there is 
nothing wrong with combining it with new 
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viewpoints and different life experiences. 

These new detectives- the Mod Squad, 
as they were derisively called by some-got 
the choice assignment to the Open-Un¬ 
solved Unit for a variety of reasons ranging 
from political connections to particular 
acumen and skills to rewards for heroism in 
the line of duty. One of the new detectives 
have worked in IT for a hospital chain be¬ 
fore becoming a cop and was instrumental 
in solving the murder of a patient through a 
computerized prescription-delivery system. 
Another had studied chemistry as a Rhodes 
Scholar. There was even a detective who 
was formerly an investigator for with the 
Haitian national Police. 

Soto was only 28 years old and had 
been on the force for fewer than five years. 
She was a £ Hiclc sleeve” not a stripe of rank 
on her uniform-and made the jump to de¬ 
tective by being a twofer. She was Mexican 
American and spoke both English and 
Spanish fluently. She also punched a more 
traditional ticket to the detective ranks 
when she became an overnight media sensa¬ 
tion after a deadly shoot-out with armed 
robbers at a liquor store in Pico- Union. 

She and her partner engaged in four gun¬ 
men, Her partner was fatally shot, but Soto 
took down two of the robbers and held the 
second pair pinned in an alley until SWAT 
arrived and finished the capture. The gun¬ 
men were members of 13th Street, one of 
the most violent gangs operating in the 
city, and Soto’s heroics were splashed across 
newspapers, websites and television screens. 
Police Chief Gregory Malins later awarded 
her the department’s medal of valor. Her 
partner received the award as well, posthu¬ 
mously. 

Captain George Crowder, the new 
commander of the Open-Unsolved Unit, 
decided the best way to handle the influx 
of new blood into the unit was to split up 
all the existing partnerships and pair every 
detective who had OU experience with a 
new detective who had none. Bosch was the 
oldest man in the unit and had the most 
years on the job. As such he was paired with 
the youngest-Soto. 

£ Harry, you’re the old pro,’’Crowder 
had explained. T want you watching over 
the rookie.” 

While Bosch didn’t particularly care 
to be reminded of his age and standing, 
he was nonetheless happy with the assign¬ 
ment. He was entering what would be his 
last year with the department, as the clock 
was ticking on his DROP contract. To him, 
every day he had left on the job was golden. 
The hours were like diamonds- as valuable 
as anything on earth. He thought that it 
might be a good way to finish things, train¬ 
ing an inexperienced detective and passing 
on whatever it was he had to pass on. When 
Crowder told him his new partner would be 
Lucia Soto, Bosch was pleased. Like every¬ 


body else in the department, he had heard 
of Soto’s shoot-out. Bosch knew what it was 
like to kill someone in the line of duty, as 
well as to lose a partner. He understood the 
mixture of grief and guilt that would afflict 
Soto. He thought that he and Soto could 
work well together and that he might train 
her to be a solid investigator. 

There was also a nice bonus for Bosch 
in being teamed with Soto. Because she 
was a female, he would not have to share 
a hotel room when on the road on a case. 
They would get their own rooms. This was 
a big thing. The travel component to a job 
on the cold case squad was high. Oftentimes 
those who think they have gotten away with 
murder leave town, hoping that by putting 
physical distance between themselves and 
their crimes, they are also outdistancing 
the reach of the police. Now Bosch looked 
forward to finishing his time in the depart¬ 
ment with-out having to share a bathroom 
or put up with the snoring or other emis¬ 
sions from a partner in a cramped double at 
a Holiday Inn. 

Soto might not have been hesitant 
when pulling her gun while outnumbered 
in a barrio alley, but watching a live autopsy 
was something different. She had seemed 
reluctant that morning when Bosch told her 
they had caught a live one and had to go to 
the coroner’s office for an autopsy. Soto’s 
first question was whether it was required 
that both partners in an investigative team 
attend the dissection of the body. With 
most cold cases, the body was long in the 
ground and the only dissection involved 
was the analysis of old records and evi¬ 
dence. Open-Unsolved allowed Soto to work 
the most important cases-murders- without 
having to view a live autopsy or, for that 
matter, a homicide scene. 

Or so it seemed that morning, when 
Bosch got the call at home from Crowder. 

The captain asked Bosch if he had 
read the Los Angeles Times that morning, 
and Bosch said he didn’t get the paper. This 
was in keeping with long-standing tradi¬ 
tion of disdain that existed between the two 
institutions of law enforcement and the 
media. 

The captain had proceeded to tell him 
about a story on the front page that morn¬ 
ing that was the origin of a new assignment 
for Bosh and Sotto. As Bosch listened, he 
opened his laptop and went to the newspa¬ 
per’s website, where the story was similarly 
receiving a lot of play. 

The newspaper was reporting that 
Orlando Merced had died. Ten years earlier, 
Merced became famous in Los Angeles as a 
victim-the unintended target of a shooting 
at Mariachi Plaza in Boyle Heights. 

The bullet that struck Merced in the 
abdomen had travelled across the plaza 
from the vicinity of Pleasant Avenue and 
was thought to have been a stray shot from 


a gang confrontation. 

The shooting occurred at four p.m. 
on a Saturday. Merced was 31 years old at 
the same time and a member of mariachi 
band for which he played the vihuela, the 
five-string guitarlilce instrument that is the 
mainstay of the traditional Mexican folk 
sound. He and his three bandmates were 
among several mariachis waiting in the 
plaza for jobs- a restaurant gig or a quincea- 
nera party or maybe a last-minute wed¬ 
ding. Merced was a large man, thick in the 
middle, and the bullet that seemingly came 
from nowhere splintered the mahogany fac¬ 
ing of his instrument and then tore through 
his gut before lodging in his anterior spine. 

Merced would have become just an¬ 
other victim in a city where the media hits 
and runs- a 30-second story on the English 
news channels, a four-paragraph report in 
the Times, a little more longevity in the 
Spanish media. 

But a simple twist of fate changed 
that. Merced and his band, Los Reyes 
Jalisco, had performed three months earlier 
at the wedding of city councilman Arman¬ 
do Zeyas, and Zeyas was now ramping up a 
campaign for the mayor’s office. 

Merced lived. The bullet damaged his 
spine and rendered him both a paraplegic 
and a cause. As the mayoral campaign 
took shape, Zeyas rolled him out in his 
wheelchair at all of his political rallies and 
speeches. He used Merced as a symbol of the 
neglect suffered by the communities of East 
Los Angeles. Crime was high and police at¬ 
tention low- they had yet to catch Merced’s 
shooter. Gang violence was unchecked; ba¬ 
sic city services and long-planned projects 
like the extension of the Metro Gold Line 
were long delayed. Zeyas promised to be the 
mayor who would change that, and he used 
Merced and East L.A. to forge a base and 
strategy that separated him from a crowded 
pack of contenders. He made it to the 
runoff and then easily took the election. All 
the way, Merced was by his side, sitting in 
the wheelchair, clad in his charro suit and 
sometimes even wearing the bloodstained 
blouse he wore on the day of the shooting. 

Zeyas served two terms. East L.A. got 
new attention from the city and the police. 
Crime went down. The Gold Line went 
through- even including an underground 
stop at Mariachi Plaza- and the mayor 
basked in the glow of his successes. But the 
person who shot Orlando Merced was never 
caught, and over time the bullet took a 
steady toll on his body. Infections led to nu¬ 
merous hospitalizations and surgeries. Lirst 
he lost one leg, then the other. Adding in¬ 
sult to injury, the arm that once strummed 
the instrument that produced the rhythms 
of Mexican folk music was taken. 

And finally, Orlando Meced had died. 
The ball’s in our court now,’’Crowder had 
said to Bosch. ££ 1 don’t care what the god- 
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damn newspaper says, we have to decide 
if this is a homicide. If his death can be at¬ 
tributed medically to that shooting 10 years 
ago, then we make a case and you and Lucky 
Lucy go back into it.” 

'Got it.” 

Bosch never turned down a case, 
because he knew he was running out of 
cases. But he had to wonder why Corwder 
was giving the Merced investigation to him 
and Soto. He knew from the start that it was 
suspected that the bullet that had struck 
Merced had come from a gang gun. This 
meant the new investigation would almost 
wholly center on White Fence and the other 
and the other prominent East L.A. gangs 
that travelled Boyle Heights. It was es¬ 
sentially going to be Spanish-language case, 
and while Soto was obviously fluent, Bosch 
had limited skills in the language. He could 
order off a taco truck and tell a suspect drop 
to his knees and put his hands behind his 
head. But conducting careful interviews and 
even interrogations in Spanish was not in 
his skill set. That would fall to Soto, and she, 
in his estimation, didn’t have the chops for 
it yet. There were at least two other teams 
in the unit that had Spanish speakers with 
more investigative experience. Crowder 
should have gone with one of them. 

The fact that Crowder had not gone 
with the obvious and correct choice made 
Bosch suspicious. On one hand, the direc¬ 
tive to pout Bosch-Soto team on the case 
could have come from the OCP. It would be 
a media- sensitive investigation, and having 
Soto, the hero cop, on the case might help 
mold a positive media response. A darker 
alternative was that perhaps Crowder 
wanted the Bosch-Soto team to fail and very 
publicly undercut the police chiefs edict to 
break with tradition and experience when 
he formed the new Open-Unsolved Unit. 
The chiefs jumping of several young and 
inexperienced officers over veterans detec¬ 
tive waiting for slots in RHD squads did not 
go over well with the rank and file. Maybe 
Crowder was out to embarrass the chief for 
doing it. 

Bosch tried to push speculation about 
motives aside as they rounded the corner 
and entered the parking lot. He thought 
about the plan for the day and realized that 
they were probably less than a mile from 
Hollenbeck Station and even closer to Ma- 
riachi Plaza. They could take Mission down 
to first and then go under 101. Ten minutes 
tops. He decided to reverse the order of 
stops he had told Soto they would make. 

They were halfway through the lot 
to the car when Bosch heard Soto’s name 
called from behind them. He turned to see a 
woman crossing the employee lot, holding a 
wireless microphone. Behind her a camera¬ 
man struggled to keep his camera up while 
he negotiated his way between cars. 

£ Shit,’’Bosch said. 


Bosch looked around to see if there 
were others. Someone-maybe Corazon- had 
tipped the media. 

Bosch recognized the woman but he 
could not remember from which news show 
or press conference. But he didn’t know her 
and she didn’t know him. She went right to 
Soto with the microphone. Soto was better- 
known quantity when it came to the media. 
At least in recent history. 

'Detective Soto, Katie Ashton, Chan¬ 
nel Five, do you remember me?” 

£ Uh, I think....” 

£ Has Orlando Merced’s death officially 
been ruled a homicide?” 

“Not yet,’’Bosch said quickly, even 
though he was not on camera. 

Both camera and the reporter turned to 
him. This was not what he wanted, to be on 
the news. But he did not want to get a few 
steps ahead of the media on the case. 

The coroner’s office is evaluating Mr. 
Merced’s medical records and will make a 
decision on that. We hope to know some¬ 
thing very soon.” 

'Will this restart the investigation of 
Mr. Merced’s shooting?” 

'The case is still open and that’s all we 
have to say at this time.” 

Without a further word Ashton turned 
90 degrees to her right and brought the 
microphone under Soto’s chin. 

'Detective Soto, you were awarded the 
department’s medal of valor for the Pico- 
Union shoot-out. Are you now gunning for 
whoever shot for Orlando Merced?” 

Soto seemed momentarily nonplussed, 
then replied. 

'I am not gunning for anyone.” 

Bosch pushed past the videographer, 
who had swung around to film over Ash¬ 
ton’s left shoulder. He got Soto and turned 
her toward their car. 

'That’s it,”he said. “No further com¬ 
ment. Call media relations if you want 
anything else.” 

They left the reporter and videogra¬ 
pher there and walked quickly to the car. 
Bosch got into the the driver’s seat. 

'Good answer,”he said as he turned the 
ignition. 

'What do you mean?”Soto responded. 

'Your answer to her about gunning for 
the Merced shooter.” 

£ Gh.” 

'They drove out onto Mission and 
headed south. When they were a few blocks 
clear of the coroner’s office, Bosch pulled to 
the curb and stopped. He held out his hand 
to Soto. 

'Let me see your phone for a second,” 
he said. 

'What do you mean?”Soto asked. 

'Let me see your phone. You said 
you had to make a call when I went to the 
autopsy. I want to see if you called that re¬ 
porter. I can’t have a partner who’s feeding 


the media.” 

“No, Harry, I didn’t call her.” 

'Good, then let me see your phone.” 

Soto indignantly handed him her 
cell phone. It was an iPhone, same as 
Harry had. He opened up the call record. 
Soto had not made a call since the 
previous evening. And the last call she 
had received had been from Bosch that 
morning, telling her about the case they 
had just caught. 

'Did you text her?” 

He opened the text app and saw the 
most recent text was to someone named 
Adriana. It was in Spanish. He held the 
phone up to his partner. 

'Who’s this? What’s it say?” 

“It’s to my friend. Look, I didn’t 
want to into that room, okay?” 

Bosh looked at her. 

'What room? What are you-“ 

'The autopsy. I didn’t want to have 
to watch that.” 

'So you lied to me?” 

“I’m sorry, Harry. It’s embarrassing. 
I don’t think I can take that.” 

Bosch handed the phone back. 

'Just don’t lie to me, Lucia.” 

He checked the side mirror and 
pulled away from the curb. They were 
silent until they got down to First Street 
and Bosch moved into the left-turn lane. 
Soto realized they were not heading to 
the regional crime lab with the bullet. 

'Where are we going?” 

'We’re in the neighbourhood. I 
thought we’d check out Mariachi Plaza 
for a few minutes, then go to Hollenbeck 
for the murder book.” 

“[ see. What about firearms?” 

'We’ll do it after. Is this related to 
the shoot-out—your not wanting to go to 
the autopsy?” 

“No. I mean, I don’t know. I just 
didn’t want to see that, that’s all.” 

Bosch let it go for the time being. 
Two minutes later they were approach¬ 
ing Mariachi Plaza and Bosch saw two 
TV trucks parked at the curb with their 
transmitters cranked up for live reports. 

'They’re really jumping all over 
this,”he said. 'We’ll come back later.” 

He drove on by. Half a mile later 
they came back to the Hollenbeck Sta¬ 
tion. Brand new and modern, with 
angled glass panels creating a facade that 
reflected the sun in multiple angles, it 
looked more like some sort of corporate 
office than a police station. Bosch pulled 
into the visitor lot and killed the engine. 

'This is going to be pleasant,”he 

said. 

'What do you mean?”Soto asked. 

'You’ll see.” 

Excerpted from the novel The Burn¬ 
ing Room, to be published this month by 
Little, Brown and Company 0 
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ICEMAN COMETH (continued from page 59) 


tooth. My heart rate jumps. Kuze lets 
out a gasp and Hof beams a trickster 
smile. We stand in a circle and take low 
horse stances. 

We try to focus on our foreheads 
and simply endure the cold, our chests 
bare to the air. Five minutes is excru¬ 
ciating, but Hof has us stand for six be¬ 
fore sending us numbly into the sauna. 

But with numb limbs, going from 
ice to a 100-plus-degree room is a mis¬ 
take. The body’s natural reaction to cold 
is self-preservation. To keep the core 
warm, the muscles that control arter¬ 
ies clench tightly and restrict the flow 
of blood only to vital areas in a process 
known as vasoconstriction. This is why 
frostbite starts in the extremities. The 
sudden change to heat has the opposite 
effect. Veins suddenly pop open and 
send warm blood rushing through cold 
areas. The pain is even worse than when 
we were standing in the snow, some¬ 
thing I didn’t think possible. 

Kuze stretches his feet toward 
a box of coals and says he may cry. 
Lescelius clenches his teeth and holds 
his breath. A side effect of asthma, he 
tells me, is poor circulation, and the 
sensation of vasoconstriction is even 
more painful. “But I like to think of it as 
lifting weights for the circulatory sys¬ 
tem,”he says. Hof nods at the statement. 
After years of exposing himself to the 
cold, he can consciously restrict the 
flow of blood in his body and effectively 
send it to any part he wants. 

Although the first day of exercises 
is painful and exhausting, true to Hof’s 
word our progress is rapid. The next day 
we stand in the snow for 15 minutes be¬ 
fore the same feeling of panic sets in. In 
the afternoon we take a brief dip in the 
basin of an ice-cold waterfall. It is an 
experience not unlike walking across a 
bed of hot coals—a trial by fire but with 
ice. With every attempt, the barriers 
we’ve built in our heads about the cold 
seem to recede. 

By the fourth day, standing in 
the snow is barely a challenge. An hour 
passes by quicker than five minutes had 
just days earlier. In the evening we sit 
on snow-covered rocks by a stream until 
they’re warm, Hof smiling over us. 

What we know about how the hu¬ 
man body reacts to cold comes mostly 
from gruesomely accurate studies that 
emerged from the Dachau death camp. 
Nazis tracked Jewish prisoners’ core 
temperatures as they died in ice water. 
As terrible as they are, these morally 
compromised studies helped doctors 
understand how quickly the body loses 
heat in such conditions. Sitting in 
32-degree water, humans begin to feel 


sluggish after only a minute or two. 

By 15 minutes most people fall uncon¬ 
scious. They die between 15 and 45 min¬ 
utes. When the core body temperature 
falls below 82 degrees, death is almost 
inevitable. Measured against that data 
set, Hof seems to perform miracles. 

In 2007 at the Feinstein Institute 
on Long Island, Kenneth Kamler, a 
world-renowned expedition doctor who 
has worked on Everest, observed an 
experiment in which Hof was connected 
to heart and blood monitors and im¬ 
mersed in ice. At first the experiment 
hit a major snag. The standard hospital 
devices that track respiration declared 
him dead after he’d been in the ice only 
two minutes. The machine got confused 
because he didn’t take a breath for more 
than two minutes and his resting heart 
rate was a mere 35 beats per minute. He 
wasn’t dead, though, and Kamler had 
to disconnect the device to continue. 
Hof stayed in the ice for 72 minutes. 

The results were astounding. Hof’s core 
temperature initially declined a few de¬ 
grees but then rose again. It was the first 
scientific validation of Hof s method. It 
was becoming clear that Hof could con¬ 
sciously affect his autonomic nervous 
system to increase his core temperature. 
‘Exactly how you explain it depends 
on the kind of philosophy you want to 
believe in,’’says Kamler, who references 
similar feats called tummo performed 
by Tibetan monks. Ultimately, he 
says, it boils down to how Hof uses his 
brain. ‘The brain uses a lot of energy on 
higher functions that are not essential 
to survival. By focusing his mind he can 
channel that energy to generate body 
heat,”he speculates. 

Interest among scientists snow¬ 
balled in 2008 just as it had in the mass 
media more than a decade earlier. At 
Maastricht University researchers won¬ 
dered if Hof’s abilities stemmed from 
a high concentration of mitochondria- 
rich brown adipose tissue, also known 
as brown fat. This little-understood 
tissue can rapidly heat the body when 
metabolized; it is what allows infants 
not to succumb to cold in their earliest 
moments. Usually brown fat mostly 
disappears by early childhood, but 
evolutionary biologists believe that 
early humans may have carried higher 
concentrations of it to resist extreme 
environments. The scientists learned 
that Hof, now 55, had extremely high 
-concentrations—enough to produce 
five times more energy than the typical 
20-year-old—most likely because he 
repeatedly exposed himself to cold. 

Brown fat may be the missing 
organic structure that separates hu¬ 
mans from the natural world. White fat 


stores caloric energy from food, which 
the body tends to burn only as a last 
resort. In fact, it’s difficult to burn the 
spare tire off your waistline because the 
body is programmed to store energy- 
It will burn muscle before it uses white 
fat to create heat or energy. Brown fat is 
different. Most people create it auto¬ 
matically when they’re in cold -envi¬ 
ronments—the body detects physical 
extremes and starts to store mitochon¬ 
dria. The way Hof describes it, when 
brown fat is activated, the mitochon¬ 
dria enter the bloodstream and metabo¬ 
lize white fat directly to generate heat. 
Because most people do everything they 
can to avoid environmental extremes, 
they never build up brown fat at all. If 
we lived without clothing, the way our 
distant ancestors must have, we would 
have relied on the internal properties of 
brown fat to keep us alive. 

As we sit in the sauna, I ask Hof 
how someone activates brown fat 
consciously. Instead of explaining, he 
tries to demonstrate. He clenches the 
muscles in his body in sequence, from 
his rectum to his shoulders, as if push¬ 
ing something up from below. Then he 
furrows his brow and squinches down 
his neck as though trapping that energy 
in a point that he says is behind his ear. 
The process turns his skin bright red 
as if he were catching fire. Suddenly 
he kicks out his leg, falls against the 
wall and gasps. “Oh my God,”he says, 
dazed. In his eagerness to teach, he 
didn’t calculate the heat of the sauna. 

He almost blew a fuse. He lurches out of 
the sauna and rolls in the snow outside. 
He returns with an embarrassed smirk. 
‘That’s how you do it. But try it only in 
the cold.” 

Hans Spaan, who was diagnosed 
with Parkinson’s disease in 2004, 
credits Hof with saving his life. ‘With 
this disease,”he says, “most people have 
to take more and more drugs just to 
maintain the same level of mobility and 
quality of life, and eventually you max 
out and begin the long decline.”Spaan 
is trying to manage his drug regime 
by accompanying it with the breath¬ 
ing technique and ice-cold showers. 

He tracks his drug use on spreadsheets 
and claims to be on far fewer drugs now 
than when he was first diagnosed. He 
credits Hof with keeping him out of 
a wheelchair. Although the anecdotal 
evidence is encouraging, it’s hard to 
determine how much of Hof s abilities 
can be chalked up to the placebo effect. 
Since Hof claims to be able to control 
his autonomic nervous system-the 
system affected by Parkinson’s—it is 
important to have scientific backing. 
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Peter Piclclcers is just about the 
last scientist who would be swayed by 
outlandish claims. An expert on sepsis 
and infection at Radboud University 
Medical Center in the Netherlands, 
he specializes in studies that look at 
responses of the immune system in 
humans. In 2010 Hof contacted Piclc- 
lcers, saying he could suppress or ramp 
up his immune system at will. The feat 
is, by definition, almost impossible. But 
Piclclcers, who had watched Hof s career 
rise on TV, was curious. 

Piclclcers devised a test in which he 
administered endotoxin, a component 
of E. coli bacteria the body thinks is 
dangerous but is actually inert. A previ¬ 
ous trial Piclclcers pioneered proved 
that 99 percent of healthy people who 
come in contact with endotoxin react 
as though they have the flu before the 
body realizes it has been duped and goes 
back to normal. 

While Hof meditated, Piclclcers 
injected him with the endotoxin. The 
results were unheard of. ‘Wim had 
done things that, if you had asked me 
prior to the experiment, I would not 
have thought possible,"Piclclcers told 
me. Whereas almost every other person 
dosed with endotoxin experienced 
severe side effects, Hof had nothing 
more than a minor headache. Blood 
tests showed he had much higher levels 
of -cortisol-a hormone usually released 
only during times of extreme stress, 
sort of like adrenaline-than had been 
previously recorded. Also, blood drawn 
while he was meditating remained 
resistant to endotoxin for six days after 
it had left his body. 

Hof is unambiguous about what he 
thinks of the results- “If I can show that 
I can consciously affect my immune 
system, we will have to rewrite all the 
medical boolcs.”But Piclclcers and much 
of the rest of the scientific community 
are more reserved. While the results 
show an unprecedented response to 
endotoxin, there is no proof that Hof is 
anything more than a genetic anomaly. 
However, the results were promising 
enough for Piclclcers and his colleague 
Matthijs Kox to commission a second 
study, this time with Hof guiding a 
group of college students through the 
same basic course I took to learn his 
technique before being injected with 
endotoxin. If his technique proves to be 
teachable, then the ground may begin 
to shift under Piclclcers’s feet. 

In April 2013, just after I was 
there, 12 students flew to Poland. Piclc- 
lcers and Kox remained tight-lipped 
about the results while the journal 
article wended its way though the 
peer-review process, but they’ve issued 


a press release saying The trained men 
produced fewer inflammatory pro¬ 
teins and suffered far less from flu-lilce 
symptoms.”Hof is ebullient. In several 
conversations he tells me that his stu¬ 
dents were able to master convulsions 
and fever responses within 15 minutes. 
Whether he is exaggerating or not re¬ 
mains to be seen, but if the results mir¬ 
ror the 2010 study Piclclcers published, 
Hof will be a certified medical marvel. 

All I can definitively report is 
my experience in Poland. I still have 
my challenge to complete- Despite my 
progress, Pm not sure I am up for the 
grueling bare-chested hike straight up a 
mountain. Sne z lea Mountain straddles 
the Polish-Czech border and is battered 
by icy winds throughout the winter 
months. At its 5,260-foot summit, 
frequented mostly by intrepid cross- 
-country skiers who hike up from a ski 
lift, a lonely observatory records the 
movements of the stars. Starting at the 
base of the mountain, Hof, myself and 
three other disciples begin the arduous 
climb through two feet of fresh powder. 
Seconds after we pile out of Hof s dilap¬ 
idated Volkswagen van, the cold slices 
through our winter coats like a knife. 

At 25 degrees Fahrenheit even modest 
breezes feel excruciating. In the parking 
lot, skiers clad head to toe in colorful 
Gore-Tex ensembles wrestle with their 
gear and trek slowly to the chairlifts. 

Hof leads us to a side trail that 
snakes through parkland to the sum¬ 
mit. Ten minutes up the trail, after our 
bodies have had time to build some 
internal heat, we start stripping off lay¬ 
ers. Ashley Johnson, a former English 
hooligan who has found new direction 
in life doing work around Hof s house 
in exchange for lessons, slaps Lescelius 
and Kuze on the back in camaraderie. 
Bare to the cold, we stash our clothes in 
a backpack and crunch forward through 
powder. 

The moment I take off my shirt 
it begins to make some sense how our 
primordial ancestors survived. Trudg¬ 
ing forward I don’t feel the bite of the 
cold the way I used to. Whatever heat I 
build up through exertion seems to stay 
in my skin as if I were wearing a wet 
suit. I can feel the sting of cold on my 
skin, but I focus on the point behind my 
ears that Hof said would help activate 
my brown fat and send waves of heat 
through my body. 

Then I try to imitate what I 
witnessed Hof do in the sauna. With 
my muscles clenched, mind focused, it 
isn’t long before I am sweating. A thin 
steamy mist wafts upward from our 
group. A skier stops to take pictures. A 


ski patrolman on a snowmobile stops 
to see if we are okay. A snowboarder 
lets out a shocked cry and speeds by. 
Together we plod forward to the sum¬ 
mit. 

There is a parallel to walking 
across a bed of hot coals. The temper¬ 
ature is subservient to the task ahead. 
Six hours later I am nearing the sum¬ 
mit, bare-chested and with my legs 
caked in snow. I have gone from Cali¬ 
fornia palm trees to Poland’s snowy 
peaks in seven days and feel perfectly 
warm—hot, even. 

The trek takes more than seven 
hours, and every step upward leaves 
us more exposed than before. The 
outside temperature drops to eight 
degrees. About 300 feet shy of the 
summit, something changes. My core 
temperature is fine, but the wind has 
intensified and the incline has gotten 
steeper. Every step feels harder than 
the one before, and I am beginning 
to tire. We are seven hours into the 
ascent, and I have given my backpack 
to the younger, fitter Johnson. I worry 
what would happen to me if I stopped. 
Would the cold break through the 
mental barrier I’ve erected and send 
me cascading into hypothermia? 

Fear, more than anything else, keeps 
me walking. Twenty minutes later I 
reach the summit. I’m not cold but 
more tired than I can ever remember 
being before. After taking a couple of 
photos we walk into the observatory 
to warm up. 

Just like entering the sauna after 
standing on ice, the warm air hits 
me and I feel cold. I shed my men¬ 
tal armor and feel ice leak into my 
bloodstream. I begin to rely on my 
environment rather than my mind 
to keep me warm. I shiver, and then 
I begin to shake. My teeth clatter. I 
have never been this cold before. It is 
an hour until I feel ready to get back 
on my feet for the climb down the 
mountain. This time, though, I wear 
a black peacoat that I brought up in a 
backpack. 

Hof plans to attempt to summit 
Mount Everest soon. It will be his 
second time after an earlier, aborted, 
nearly naked attempt. I ask Hof what 
he thinks would happen if he finally 
meets his limits on this climb and 
joins the hundreds who have died on 
the mountain. Would his message be 
lost to time? Would even the modest 
lessons he has been able to give to his 
flock mean anything if he dies in a 
way most people would deem foolish? 
His face grows dark at the thought. 

He tells me he might cry. T must not 
die,”he says. Tve decided.” □ 
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SEX-QNQMICS 

Average yearly salary 
range for a sexologist: 


$40,000- $63,000 
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CHEATSHEET 

If you 

cheat on your 
partner once, 
you’re 




more likely to do it again, 
and if you have been 
cheated on before, it’s 
statistically more likely to 
happen again. 


Number of new entries in Merriam- 
Webstefs new Scrabble dictionary\ 
including qajaq , po and ay ay a. 



o 




Number of camera- 
equipped robots 
fans could control 
remotely to view 
art after hours in 
the Tate Britain 


ROAD TRIP 

Number of miles the 
Opportunity rover was 
scheduled to drive across 
Mars: 0.62 
Actual miles driven: 
25.01, setting the 
record for the longest 
distance a vehicle has 
travelled outside of 
Earth. 

Previous record: 
the Soviet Union’s 
Lunokhod 2, which 
drove 24.2 miles on the 
Moon in 1973. 


Listening to music with a heavy bass line can increase your 
sense of power. Researchers suggest three u high-power music 
pieces”: 

o e e 

“We Will Rock You” “Get Ready for This” “In Da Club' 
Queen 2 Unlimited 50 Cent 



JACK OF 
ALL TRADES 

Number of 
applicants 
who responded 
within first 48 
hours to a job 
listing for a 
male sex-toy 
tester at British 
company Hot 
Octopuss: 
more than 
1,000 
Job 

equirements: 

“good 
stamina " 

and ability to 

“handle 

the 

pressure. ” 


Percentage of 
respondents by 
country who have 
gone to the beach: 
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TOPLESS 

NUDE 

US 

8 

5 

FRANCE 

16 

6 

GERMANY 

29 

17 

BRAZIL 

6 

9 

AUSTRALIA 

24 

8 

S.KOREA 

25 

25 
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HIGH-MIND 

The U.S. has the highest 
rates of legal and illegal drug 
use of 17 countries studied. 
By a wide margin, more 
Americans (16%) have tried 
cocaine than people in other 
countries. Tied for a distant 
second place, with 4%: New 
fiyaland, Spain, Colombia 
and Mexico. 


Percent of Americans Who have Tried: 


ALCOHOL 

£3 



TABACO 

CANNABIS 




I 

74% 

42% 


COCAINE 

16% 
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RECALL* 

PLAYBOY PHILIPPINES DECEMBER 2011 ISSUE 



Playboy PH’s December 2011 issue is teeming with steamy pictorials starting off with the 
Mexican soap actress, Gaby Ramirez on the cover, exciting comic book fans and telenovela 
junkies alike. Not to mention, the issue also introduces the sultry and unwavering Sky Aisuru as 
the 2011 Playmate of the Year. Take a trip down memory lane with a look back on the biggest 
events four years ago and get the lowdown on what really makes for ideal sex. Notorious chef 
of Hell’s Kitchen, Gordon Ramsay, talks about his hate of overweight chefs and dinner party 
invitations while James Franco divulges about speculations on his sexuality. 













Your Premiere Hotel 
in Puerto Princesa Palawan 


-^ PVtt'W 

National Highway, Tiniguiban, Puerto Princesa City, P a ' a 


ROOM RATES 


ROOM TYPE 

STANDARD 

SUPERIOR 

DELUXE 


LOCAL DISCOUNTED ROOM TYPE LOCAL DISCOUNTED 


Php 5,000.00 
5,500.00 

6,800.00 


2,500.00 Executive DELUXE 7 , 800.00 
2,750.00 Junior SUITE 9 ,000.00 

3,400.00 Executive SUITE 15,000.00 


3,900.00 

4,900.00 

7,500.00 


MANILA OFFICE: 


CITYSTATe 

TOWER HOTEL 


#1315 A. Mabini Cor. Padre Faura St., Ermita, Manila, Philippines 
Tel. Nos. (632) 708.9624 & (632) 708.9600 
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